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— ** hif virtucf 
Win plead like angels, trmnpei-tongued, againeC 
The deep damnation of hif taking-off ; 
And pitj, like a naked, new-bom babe. 
Striding the blast, or heaven's cherubim, honed 
Upon the sightless couriers of the air. 
Shall blow the horrid deed in erezy eye. 
That tears shall drown the wind." 

iSkak»ap9an!'9** Maebetk:'* Aei I; Se*n* rir. 
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prose Sedkatiotu 



♦-♦-« 

rthe memory of her with whose welfare the gentlest sympathies and 
affections of that noble Being, it is the purpose of the present poem 
to place in his true light before the world, were inseparably blended, I 
inscribe this humble offering at the shrine of eternal Truth — to her whom 
the poet describes as 

** AdAl sole daaghter of my houoe and heart I " 

[** OMlde Barold:^ CtuUoIII, 

With this fair offspring of an ill-starred alliance his brightest hopes were 
forever united ; she was, with the exception of a beloved sister, the only 
living thing to which his tortured heart could turn in its dark and bitter 
hours of solitude and bereavement. 

About this beautiful child, Byron^s deep and passionate nature twined 
its tendrils of affection with an intensity of feeling few may either fathom 
or understand ; she was as his own words most aptly express, but with 
regard to another, 

'*The ocean to the river of hU thought*, which terminated all:*' etc. 

[" The Dream,** 



PR08S DEDICATION. XXVii 

In exile it was to his absent darling that his seared but loying heart 
eyer tamed, with fond and nngovemable yearnings. 

It is meet, therefore, that this strain whose aim it is to dispel forever 
those shadows which Bigotry, Misconception, Envy and Malice, hare cast 
abont the £Eune and fortunes of Byron — that surpassing Genius whose 
gigantic intellect dwarfed and dwindled the galaxy of lesser stars sur- 
rounding him — it is meet this tardy, but perhaps not all unworthy, retri- 
bution should bear the name and sanction of that sweet daughter whose 
young life was shortened by the knowledge of the cruel persecution which 
droye him forth, who should haye shone the '* bright, particular star ^ of 
his natiye land, to be a wanderer npon the face of the earth and a stranger 
amid strangers. 

To the memory of that " Ada,^ (the late Lady Loyelace), with senti- 
ments of the deepest reyerence and respect, I dedicate this vindication of 
her injured iather^s memory. 

THE AUTHOK. 
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" A DAI sole daughter of my house and heart! " (^) 
-tJL N"ay ! not of mine — of one more doubly dear, 
Through whose high destinies thou play'd a part, 
Inseparably blended — everywhere 
Pledge present through all absence ! let me here 
Invoke thy sunny Spirit by the shame 
Done thy defenceless sire ; Q) and if a tear 
Bedim, the while, this eye, thou wilt not blame. 

If or deem it Woman's weakness which thus hail'st thy 

name! 

(*) The late Lady Lovelace, daughter of Lord Byron. 
(«) Byron's ** ChUde Harold:** Canto III; Stanza L 

O "unmerciful Disaster 

Followed fast and followed faster 
Till his songs one burden bore — 
Till the dirges of his Hope that 
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'rpiS a sad tear of Sorrow, linked with Love; 
JL Sorrow for him — Love for his cherish'd child I 
Thou tender nursling, timid as the dove. 
Heiress of his starr'd (^) Spuit, unbeguiled 
By those who would have warped thee and dejBled 
Thy father's mem'ryl I would fain entwine 
Thy name with this, my lay — so be it styled 
Thy song, sweet girl, and as a speU divme 
That thought shall mould my strain — e'en lighten (^ 
through each line I 

Melancholy burden bore 

Of 'Never — nevermore."* 

(0 " Or that starr'd ^thiop queen," etc. 

iMtUon's ** n Penseroso." 

(') ** And the wild sparkle of his eye seem'd caught 

From high, and lighien'd with electric thought,** etc. 

[jByron'f " Lara : ** Canto L 
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C) 



THEN" wherefore blindly weep — Thou be'st but blest 
In far escapement from Eld's Q) earthly ill 1 (') 
Love warmly wooes thee I — leave that rapturous 

rest 
To weave fond fancies which would work thy 

will! — 
They, tempt thee from thy fold, thus to fulfill 
Pure Virtue's prayer I Nor need I plead in vam — 

(^) [It will be noticed that the alliteration of this stanza is perfect — being 
either double, triple, quadruple, quintuple or sextuple, in each line ; no individual 
line being required a second time in order to fiimish from the stanza all the 
aboye-mentioned alliterations. — E.] 
(») Old Age. 
(*) *' And with the ills of Eld mine earlier years alloy*d.** 

IByrorCs " Ch/Ode Harold : " Canto II: Stanza XCVIIL 
'' As feeling wondrous comfort in her weaker M : " etc. 

[5peiMer*5 "-FVwrt« Qtieene :" Book I; Canto X, 
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XXXI 



A magic spell surrounds me, soft and still, 
Freighted with Inspiration, while I fain 
Would greet its gentle birth which melts in Beauty's 

main! Q) 



(^) As a fitting concomitant to the foregoing lines of invocation for inspirational 
aid — addressed to the bright and changeless idol of Byron's devotion -^ I append 
his own eloquent declaration of that one absorbing passion which no mortal pen, 
save his alone, could so exquisitely portray : — 



** If thy face like thy mother's, my fair child I 
Ada I aole daughter uf my house and heart ? 
When last I saw thy young blue eyes they smiled, 
And then we parted,— ntrt as now we part, 
But with a hope. — 

Awaking with a start. 
The waters heave around me ; and on high 
The winds lift up their Toices ; I depart. 
Whither I know not ; but the hour's gone by. 
When Albion's lessening shores could grieve or glad 

mine eye. 
* * • • • 

** My daughter I with thy name this song begun— 
My daughter I with thy name thus much shall end— 
I see thee not,— I hear thee not,— but nonie 
Can be so wrapt in thee \ thou art the Mend 
To whom the shadows of fkr years extend : 
Albeit my brow thou never should'st behold. 
My voice shall with thy flature visions blend. 
And reach into thy heart, — when mine is cold, — 
A token and a tone, even from thy fiather's mould. 

•* To aid thy mind's development, — to watch 
Thy dawn of little joyii, — to sit and see 
Almost thy very growth, — to view thee catch 
Knowledge of objects, —wonders yet to thee ! 

C^yrwi's **Child» Harold 



To hold thee lightly on a ffentle knee. 
And print on thy soft cheek a parent's kiss, — 
This, it should seem, was not reserved for met 
Tet this was in my nature : — as it is, 
I know not what is there, yet something like to thig. 

** Yet, though dull Hate as duty should be taught, 
I know that thou wilt love me ; though my nam* 
Should be shut firom thee, as a spell still mught 
With desolation, — and a broken claim : LMune, 
Though the grave closed between us, — *twere the 
I know that thou wilt love me ; though to drain 
My blood fh>m out thy being were an aim, 
And an attainment, — all would be in vain, — 
Still thou would'st love me, still that more than lift 
retain. 

** The child of love, — though bom in bittemeaa 
And nurtured in convulsion. Of thy sire 
These were the elements, — and thine no less. 
As yet such are around thee, — but thy fire 
Shall be more temper'd, and thy hope ftstr higher. 
Sweet be thy cradled slumbers I O'er the sea. 
And from the mountains where I now respire, 
Fain would I waft such blessing nnon thee. 
As, with a sigh, I deem thou might'st nave been to me." 

" Canio ///; Stan*9» /, CX7^ CZVI^ CZVU^ CZVIU, 




* We rule the heftiis of mightiest men— we rale 
With a deipotie iwaj all giant minds. 
We are not impotent — we pallid stones. 
Not all our power is gone — not all our fiune — 
Not all the ma^c of our high renown — 
Not all the wonder that encircles us — 
Not all the mysteries that in us lie — 
Not all the memories that hang upon 
And cling around about us as a garment. 
Clothing us in a robe of more than gloiy/ ** 

ZPoe'M "CoU««um/ 




¥0titr ^u^an B^inbhaleb; 



OS, 



^amt snb ^tr ^il0rim. 



-•••- 



CANTO THE FIKST. 



-•o*- 



** 8ie wt: acerba fate Bomanot agmt, 
Seeliuqua frateriuB naeis; 
Ut immerenti* fluxit in torram Rmti 

[.MormM: ZM. T; Od» TIL 



||ard 1|gr0n "Pindiaied. 



CANTO THE FIRST. 



rTANTC Mother! whose heroic race, 
Kiirtnred in arms, first birthright of the soil, 
Conquered tmconquer'd Nations I where their place 
And ihiney dismantled mourner? Of their toil 
The arch'd memorial from the Victor's spoil 
Alone remaineth, and the ivied wall 
Tclleth all Time thy glory whose recoil 
Mankind bewaileth with thee, for thy fall 
Hath shatter'd unborn Empires waiting but thy call I 

(1)' 



LORD BYRON VINDICATED i 

CA^rro I. 

itw. 



$«« 



liruERE now thy vanished glories, and the Car 
▼ T Wherem th' empurpPd Yietor met the gaze 
Of Homers free populace, when, from afar, 
The trmnp announe'd the Trimnph's splendid 

blaze? 
Where, where are these? O, light of latter days! 
Can'st thou not pierce the shadows of their tomb, 
And rouse yon mighty phantoms? — Lo! their bays 
Bloom with perennial freshness, for the Womb 
Of Earth claims not their Spirits which all Time 
illume! 



0J2, ROME AND UEB PILQRIM. 

CANTO I. 



Ifl>^ttte. 



THE pilgrim still revisits thy lone halls 
And lonelier altars, where the Pagan throng 
Flock'd to fantastic worship which appalls 
The later Christian I Say I was it a wrong, 
This Pantheistic shadow? "Was their song 
Meant not to worship !N"ature? Yea! the sense 
Of high Omnipotence was theirs ; the thong 
"Which boimd their Reason was a spell intense, 
Fraught not with Crime, but Error, and a just defence 



LORD BTRON VINDICATED; 

CANTO I. 



ilome. 



^r\ AENTST Atheistic tenets which deny 
VJ Aught save a soulless Law which darkly guides 
This million-orb'd Creation, or defy, 
To proof, the Soul's existence which abides 
In inner Consciousness whose secret tides 
Teem with immortal Keason ! Was it not 
A just Religion, and is he, who prides 
Himself on riper wisdom and a lot 

Cast in a brighter day, to deem God was forgot? 



OR, ROME AND BER PILORIM. 

CANTO I. 



muttt^ 



TTTHEIT, from her tripod, the pale Pythoness (») 
T T Evolv'd the scheme of Empu*es, m the mind 
Of Greece thy glories dwelt not I — If Distress 
Were canopied above her 'twas a kind 
Of natural Retribution, for we find 
Each star's dim declination doth succeed 
Its too meridian splendour I — God design'd 
Man in His holy image, yet decreed 

The doom of guilty Sodom to the Serpent's seed ! — 

('} A name giren to the FriesteM of the Delphic Oracle. 



6 LORD BTBON VINDICATED f 

CANTO I. 



%xtttt. 



AND what/ forsooth, hath been this serpent seed? 
The hateful lust of Power, and those thmgs 
That do debase our natures. Have we need 
To yield those mightier prospects which the wings 
Of bright Intelligence may mount, where rings 
A psalmody whose whispers fall like strains 
Of most celestial music? Ah I there clings, 
Despite Man's degradation, the remains 
Of bright Remembrance which Earth's fetters still dis- 
dains! Q) 

(') '* Spuming the clay-cold bonds which roond our being cling." 

[Byron's " ChUde HarM: " CafUo III; Stanza LXXIIL 

The resemblance which may be traced between these passages is accidental, so 
far as plagiarism is concerned. It is, perhaps, not remarkable that the sub- 
lime sentiments peryading a poem like *'Childe Uarold" should make a pro- 



OB, ROME AND HER PILGRIM. 



CANTO I. 



mxtttt. 



1 



'\pStT Greece I Fair Greece ! if that thy hope were 
marr'd 
By mockeries like these — if a dark fate 
Bound thee in its fell bands until thy starred, 
High destmy succumb'd, I will not prate 



found and lasting impression upon the mind, and more particularly so with one 
whose existence passes, for the greater part, in an ideal world : such is the Poet. 
During the composition of this poem the author has purposely refrained from 
the perusal of such portions of ''Childe Harold*' as bore more particularly 
upon Ms own theme ; nevertheless, aecidenial resemblances may doubtless be 
discorered in the sentiment, but never in the words unless acknowledged by 
marks of quotation. It would, indeed, be more singular did the seed sown long 
since in the Mind's fertility yield no return after its long incubation, and more 
especially when one's powers are concentrated in the production of a somewhat 
similar poetical composition. Begarding any possible charge of plagiarism I can 
do no better than append the words of Sir W^ter Scott : — 

'* It is a favorite theme of laborious dullness to trace such coincidences, because 
they appear to reduce genius of the higher order to the usual standard of human- 
ity, and of course to bring the author nearer to a level with his critics." 



8 LORD BTROSf TISDICATED; 

CASTO L 

The worn and oft-told moral, nor dilate 
On that which might haye heen had'st thou for- 
sworn 
Unnatural Ambition — the deep Hate 
Twixt Athens and brave Sparta: though we 
mourn 
Thy sad and early fall^ tis much that thou wert 
bom I O 

* Qj '* Clime of the unfingotten bisre ! 

Whose land firom plain to moontun-caTe 
Was Freedom's home or dory's grave ! 
Shrine of the mii^ty I can H be. 
That this is all remains of thee? 

Twere long to tell,and sad to trace. 

Each step from splendour to disgrace ; 

Enooi^ — no foreign foe could q[aeU 

Tliy soul, tin from itself it fell; 

Tes I Self-abasement pared the way 

To Tillain-bonds and despot sway.** [Dyron*s ^^ Giaour,' 



OB, ROME AND HER PILGRIM. 9 

CAirro I. 

%ittftm j|ftnttf» iMnttns^ 

BRUTUS, the first of Consuls I in thy name 
JSTobility seems centred I When the slave, 
Black-hearted Sextus, won a felon's fame. 
And wrong'd Lucretia sought within the grave 
To hide her SouPs dishonor — when the wave 
Of Rome's wide indignation pour'd a flood. 
And proved the Sibyl of the mountain cave. 
Then, thou did'st scourge from thence the scorpion 
brood. 
And, midst Fame's noblest sons, a mightier hero stood ! 



10 LORD BYRON VINDICATED; 

CAjsrro I. 

yitdn» jjlnmim %nftn». 

THE Sibyl spake — "^/ooZ shall set Borne free P'Q) 
Oh, noble Brutus I in thee Tune fulfilPd 
Her ancient prophecy ! Oft, oft we see 
Slight means speed mightiest ends; the proudly 

skilPd 
Are not His chosen instruments ; instillM 
In sunplest bosoms seems prophetic store 
"Which acts through Inspiration; (*) they that build 
But on their gathered wisdom err the more : — 
Not from the brain, but hearty flow'd Shakespeare's 
matchless lore 1 Q 

(') ** The race of Tarquins shall be kings 
Till a fool driye them hence and set Rome free I " 

lPayne*$ " Brutus : " Ad // Scene III. 
(•) " Uo "will of your own with its puny compulsion 
Can summon the spirit that quickens the lyre ; 



OR, ROME AND HER PILGRIM. H 

CANTO I. 

VucfiiH jfuntns ||rtiitis. 

P AREN'T, but sterner Judge I On that fell night 
When Treason leagued with the Etrurian foe, 
Amidst the outlawed band, in thy fond sight 
Shamed and undone did thy twin niu'slings show ! — 
Then was thy great heart bow'd — each bitter 

throe 
Pleading a father's nature I — sternly just, 
The horrid sentence fell, but hoarse and low, 
Whilst they that listen'd quail'd — the awful trust 
Fulfilled, thy Spirit sank all prostrate in the dust I 

It comes, if at all, like the Sibyl's conynlsion 
And touches the brain with a finger of fire.*' 

\_HoVmeSi in Janutvry ^^Atlaniic" 1876. 

O [Note to page 10.] 

<*But Shakespeare's magic could not copied be ; 
Within that circle none durst walk but he." 

l^DryderCs ** Tempest: " Prologue. 



12 LORD BYRON VINDICATED: 

CANTO I. 

iCndtm Ifnttftm "l^rtdns^ 

F>Il thee the pious matron moumeth long 
In sackcloth and in ashes, whilst the tone 
Of Revelry is hush'd — the happy song 
Dies on the whisp'ring wind I — thou who alone 
"Wert Heaven's chosen instrument, when grown 
To an unjust proportion Koyal Law 
O'erstepp'd the bounds of Fi'eedom whose fair 

zone 
Admits no base curtailment, art no more : — 
Sleep, noble Brutus I Kome reveres the name thou bore I 



OB, ROME AND HER PILGRIM. ]3 

CAinx) I. 



i(|^fttntttmftis^ 



" r\ rVE me that man that is not Passion's slave 1 " (^) 
\y Thus spake the Danish Prince with satire keen- 
Hail, Gincinnatus ! borne o'er Adria's wave 
To every clime hath thy discretion been ; 
Thy name hath grown a watchword, and the scene, 
The theatre of Glory which thou trod, 
Awhile its chiefest actor, with a mien 
"Where majesty and grace bespoke the God, 

May boast no loftier son than he who till'd her sod ! 

(0 Shakespear^s ** Hamlet : " Act III; Scene 11. 



14 LORD BTRON VINDICATED; 

CASTO I. 



%wA 



tmt^ 



THE Houghshare and the Sword ! Hl-mated pair, 
Forged of a kindred steel to serve or slay 
By Man, Creation's tyrant, whose chief care 
Hath ever been to blight his brother's day 
With Fire, Kapine and Slaughter — to obey 
The tiger's native instinct; — such was he, 
The modem Gallic CsBsar, who did prey 
Ton Europe's wretched milhons, 'mid a sea 
Of Carnage, till he fell by Fortune's just decree! 



OB, ROME AND HER PILGRIM. 15 

CAirro I, 



^a^0le0n. 



WHENCE springs this thirst for Slaughter which 
hath lain 
Earth's proud and populous !N^ations prone in 

dust — 
Which gloats above the mountains of the slain. 
Or revels in the Conqueror's sateless lust? 
IfapoleonI such wast thou! Though urn and bust 
Groan 'neath thy gather'd greatness, Time shall 

teU 
Thy guilt-emblazon'd story ; and the crust, 
The bitter bread of Poverty whose hell 
Engul& the wretched Starveling — those lost Souls that 
sell 



16 U>RD BTROS ramiCATBDs 



l^^xdemi. 



CA:rro i. 



rlEIB birthriglit of salyation — bittero* grow 
That ilwu hast warr'd and wasted! Yea! thy name 
Be coupled with a cnrse, for thoa did'st sow 
The seeds of Desoktion, whence thy fame 
Shall reap a thistle-hanrest where the shame 
Shall choke thy blooming Glory I 7on thine nm. 
As in Belshazzar's hall of yore, in flame 
Is traced a destiny I — The letters bum, [leaml Q) 
Whereon Mankind shall gaze, and thy dark lesson 



(*) ** In that fame hoar and hall, 

The flngen of a hand 
Came forth agalnit the wall, 

And wrote af If on sand : 
The iingerf of a man ; — 

A folitarjr hand 
Along the letters ran, 

And traced them like a wand. 



<t 



Bclshaszar's grare is made. 

His kingdom pass'd away. 
He, in the balance weigh'd. 

Is light and worthless clay. 
The shrond, his robe of state. 

His canopy the stone ; 
The Mede is at his gate ! 

The Persian on his throne ! " 
[ByrorCs " Viiion of BeUhazzar. 



OR, ROME AND HER PILGRIM. 17 

CANTO I. 



"^vi^Atm. 



"VrONE doubt thy matchless Genius — It was such 
JL 1 As might have made this world a worthier place 
For Man's probation, and thy Midas touch (^) 
Transformed to gold, not aslies^ his weak race ; 
But thine ensanguin'd hand forbore to trace 
In brighter characters and loftier line. 
The name of ^^ Benefactor " — Thy disgrace 
Must ever be thou couWst but woulcPst not twine, 
"With aught save blood-bought laurels, Nature's 
bright design I (^) 

C) Midas, the fabled king of Phrygia: his miracalous power of taming all 
he touched to gold is too well known to require mention. 

(') "The fool of false dominion — and a kind 
Of bastard Caesar, following him of old 
With steps unequal ; for the Roman's mind 
Was modeird in a less terrestrial mould, 
With passions fiercer, yet a judgment co1d« 



18 LORD BTRON VINDICATED; 

CANTO I. 

Now mark the base Decemvir who betray'd 
A IN^ation's trust, and shamed the Boman crest I 
False Appius ! well the Gods avenged the shade 
Of fan- Yirginial — The lone father press'd, 
For the last time, the virgin to his breast, 
Whilst the avenging Furies' cheeks were wet, 
Yet once again, with tears I Q) The Titans rest 
From strife in Tartarus ! Fate's seal is set, [yet I 

And dread Nemesis (^) hastes, ne'er balked of Justice 

■ .... ■ 

And an immortal instinct which redeemed 
The frailties of a heart so «oft, yet bold, 
Alcides with the distaff now he seem'd 
At Cleopatra's feet, — and now himself he beam'd.*' 

IByrorCi " ChMe Earold : " Canto IV; Stanza XC 
(') The first time this phenomenon occurred is said to hare been when 
Orpheus sought his Enrydice in the Stygian realms, moving all hearts by the 
witchery of Ms melting strains. 
(') The avenging Goddess of ancient Borne. 



OR, ROME AND HER PILGRIM. 19 

CANTO I. 

SHE was the fairest flower of thy fair clime, 
O, sunny land of Italy I — the bride, , 
To be, of fond Icilius -— in sweet prime 
Of Youth and budding Beauty — the just pride 
Of a free Roman's heart, which, when denied 
Impartial Justice, snatch'd the ready knife. 
And smote with desp'rate hand ; yet, ere she died, 
Arose a mighty shout — a sound of strife 
That shook the massy walls, and doom'd the Tyrant's 
life I C) 

(') '* With that he lifted high the steel, and smote her in the side, 

And in her blood she sank to earth, and with one sob she died. 
****** i» 

And in another moment brake forth from one and all 
A cry as if the Yolscians were coming o'er the wall." 

\_Ma4Xiuiay*9 *' Lays of Ancient Rome" 



20 LORD BYRON VINDICATED; 

CANTO I. 

OH, dark, unholy deed I A father shed 
The parent stream that flow'd withm his breast, 
To save his lamb from the Adnlt'rer's bedl 
Ha, Appius I 'tis the headsman thou hast prest, 
Couch'd in the damp vault's gloom I Pois'd o'er 

thy crest 
Trembles the glittering glaive 1 Before thy sight, 
See 1 See ! the bloody knife, wan Murder's guest, 
Tents (^) the rack'd Conscience till the hollow 
Night 
Teems populous with phantoms, as fair Day with light ! 

(*) Tents — pierces. — " I'll Uni him to the quick 5 " etc. 

[Shaktsptares '< UamLfi : " Act II; Scene IL 



OJt, HOME AXD HER PILGRIM. 21 

CKSTQ L 

TT7HEKE sleep the first Triumvirs? Q Is there 
f T anght 

To mark theu* resting place? Yon shaft upbears 
Awhile the fame of Pompey, but inwrought 
On History's page, which Time nor Spoiler wears. 
Is graved a lasting tablet, nor the prayers 
Of Hate nor Malice, nor the arm of Power, 
Which mars material records, here prepares 
A forc'd oblivion! — their immortal dower 
Is writ upon Fame's page, unto Time's latest hour! 

(') The body of Cesar iras burned in the Fomm, near the spot where may still 
be traced ancient remains of his famous rostrum. It was to this rostrum that the 
head of the great Cicero was aflb^ed by the order of Mark Antony. Pompey 
fled into Egypt a miserable fngitire. Well may we ask, turning firom their eTer> 
green memoiies to their scattered dust, '* Where sleep the first TrumTirs?^" 



22, LOBD BTSOy VINDICATBDi 

CANTO I. 



pmi^t^. 



TTTHEEE sleep the first Triumvirs? The far shore 
T Y Of Nile-fed Egypt did receive the corse 
Of fallen Pompey — - he who proudly bore 
Victorious Eagles where Rebellion's source 
Hose, dark and threatening I Conscience nor 

Kemorse 
Impeird the guilty deed — He darkly died 
By the Assassin's knife I In his sole loss 
All Rome was widow'd 1 He, who late defied 
Proud Syria's serried host, is now a tomb denied I 



OR, ROME AND HER PILGRIM. 23 

CANTO I. 



^mtt^eg* 



TRUTH I 'twas a tardy Justice that uprear'd 
Unto the injur'd Pompey the proud stone, (^) 
Less glorious than his fame which huge appeared 
To his abased detractors! — They, alone, 
Might tremble at his greatness ! To atone 
His wrested sceptre did he not subdue 
Th' ambitious chief of Pontus, haughty grown, 
Foe of the Boman State, and wider drew 
The broadening bands of Empire, smiling as they grew? 

(>)"Pompey'Brillar." 



24 LORD BTRON VINDICATED; 

CANTO I. 



ifnlftm ^a^san 



AND he, the first great Csssar ! who prepared 
The way to future Conquest, and who fell, 
Bathed in the tears of Rome!— But they that dared 
Profane his kingly mantle won too well 
Th' Assassin's guerdon, till the thoughts that dwell 
In guilty bosoms deem'd the bloody shade 
Of murder'd Caesar stalk'd abroad, to tell 
Rome's doomat Philippi!— Ah, iliere was play'd 
A game whose stake was Empires, lost or madly made I (^) 

Q) ** Brutus. Speak to me, what thou art. 
Ghost. Thy evil spirit, Brutus. 
Bru. Why com'st thou? 

Ohost. To tell thee thou shalt see me at PhilippL 
Bru. Well; 
Then I shall see thee again? 

fl^*o«<- Ay, at Philippi. [Ghost vanishesr 

lShakesjfearc*8 *^ Julius Casar:** Act IV; Scene II L 



OR, SOME AND HER PILGRIM. 25 

CANTO I. 



Jittif tm 4fy^^f^ 



C^SAK, the great Usurper I and the first 
In Moderation, as in sovereign Will I — 
He, he alone could slake the bm*ning thirst 
Of vast Ambition at the vernal rill 
Of Strength, unmix'd with Frenzy I — slew until 
Home's foes were vanquished, but by Envy's knell 
His star was quench'd in darkness I — Lo I his skill 
Curs'd Mankind through example I — by the spell 
Of his illusive glory, millions dared and fell I 



26 LORD BTROir VINDICATED; 

CANTO I. 



Inliiis 4«sar. 



"VTOT all may follow where high Genius leads! — 
-L 1 But by a Caesar may a World be won! — 

'Tis but one World, one Caesar, where such deeds 
But by an equal Genius may be done ! — 
And who, of men, dare claim the Triple Sun 
Which fix'd the fii'st great Caesar on Fame's 

throne? — 
Historian! Prince! Debater! three in one! — Q 
He stood, he stands, must ever stand alone ! — 
Creation, say ! can'st boast his like since Time hath flown ? 

(*) Modern History may boast such another triplicate character: I refer to Michael 
Angelo, who was a Sculptor, a Fainter and a Poet — but not by any means in equal 
perfection, since his Poesy required the sunbeams of a late love to ripen it, and 
late fruit is seldom equal to that which buds earlier. To this trio of magnifi- 
cent talents must be added that of a great Architect, as St. Peter's will attest to 
future generations. 



OR, ROME AND HER PILGRIM. 27 

CANTO I. 



j|nlfft» ^^mx^ 



ALAS, for human Justice ! They that bear 
The towermg weight of Empire find their crown 
Twined from the thorn-bush, and the ceaseless 

care. 
That robs their days of Gladness, a renown 
Dear-purchas'd with their breath ! The king and 

clown 
Oft fill a common grave I — together sleep 
The sceptreless and sceptred I They whose frown 
Awed trembling senates or bade millions weep, 
"Wrapt in the mouldering shroud, "pale Hecate's" (^) 
revel keep ! 

(,') — " now witchcraft celebrates 

Pale Hecate's offerings ; " etc. 

[Shakespeare* 8 " Macbeth : " Act II; Scene L 



28 LORD BTROy VINDICATED: 

CANTO I 



jiarit ^nt0ng. 



MARK Antony ! who rous'd the heart of Home, 
And bade the " poor, dumb mouths '' (^) of Csdsar 

speak 
Until each purple tear swelPd to a tome 
Of moving eloquence, whilst thy flushed cheek, 
Curv'd lip and kindling eye, did threatening wreak 
Against his base subverters ! Had'st thou been 
Impregnable to Pleasure, and a Greek, (^) 
As in all else a Soman, thou wert kin 
To Earth's great patriots, nor had stoop'd to Love's 
sweet sin I 

f^) Shakespeare 8 ^^ Julius Ccesar:" Act III; Scene II. 

(') The reference is more particularly to the Spartan Greeks, although the Athe- 
nians^ were considered to be equally brave* 



CANTO I. 



OR, ROME AND HER PILGRIM. 29 

OH ! why would'st thou, who might'st have been of 
men 
A paragon and hero, thus descend 
To Love's material pleasures ? Wherefore, when 
Fan* Fortune smiled upon thee, would'st thou blend 
The fleeting and eternal till the end 
Shrank to Forgetftdness, and Egypt's Queen Q) 
Eclips'd thy Sun of Glory? "Why pretend 
Man of celestial nature? — wherefore screen. 
With Sanctity, a thing whose joy hath been so mean ? 

(*) " OhI too convincing — dangerously dear — 
In woman's eye, the unanswerable tear ; 
That weapon of her weakness she can wield, 
To save, subdue — at once her spear and shield; 
Avoid it — Virtue ebbs and Wisdom errs, 
Too fondly gazing on that grief of hers ! 
What lost a world, and bade a hero fly? 
The timid tear in Cleopatra's eye/' 

[Byron's " Corsatr: " CaMo 11. 



30 LORD B7R0N VINDICATED f 

CANTO I. 



Pa»si0n. 



WOMAN 1 wherefore is't that thou wert made 
, At onceMan's crown and cursmg? Prom the dust 
Thy beauty hymns us, but, when once essay'd 
Starr'd Heaven's mvitmg steep, the cank'ring rust 
Of Blight and fleshly failing. Love's fair lust, 
Hurls us from the far summit we aspire 
Into a Cretan labyrinth where our trust 
Grows weak and wav'ring, and Chimeras dire — 
Minotaurs(^) of the Mind, quench our immortal firel 

(') The Cretan Minotaur was " a monster with a bull's body and a human head. 
It was exceedingly strong and fierce, and was kept in a labyrinth constructed by 
Daedalus, so artfully contrived that whoever was enclosed in it could by no means 
find his way out unassisted. Ilerc the JVIinotaur roamed, and was fed with hu- 
man victims.*' 

[" The Age of FMe; " JSvlfinch. 



OB, ROME AND HER PILGRIM. 31 

CAjn-o I. 



$ 



nmum. 



THUS hath it ever been, and yet mnst be 
"Whilst Man, proud slave of Passion, plods below, 
And deems himself an Angel whose haught (^)laiee 
Stoops but to God I — methinks the soul-like Q flow 
Of Circumstance doth bend some mightier bow — 
That Time's dread purpose marks a loftier aim 
Than piping this lost Cherub, for we know 
Not that which lies about us, yet I claim 
Bright worlds of brighter Spirits feed the Poet's flame I 

(*) Haught — haughty. — "No lord of thine, thou haught, insultmg man," etc. 

IShakespear^s " King Richard II: " Act IV; Scene I. 

— " and then his courage haught 
Desyrd of forreine foemento be knowne/' etc. 

{^Spenser's *^ Faerie Queene: " Rook I; Canto VL 

(') "Ye pine groves, with your soft and sovl-Uke sounds ! " 
ICoUridg^s **Mymn before Sunrise, in the VaUey of Chamouni, Switzerland.'* 



32 LORD BYRON VINDICATED; 

CANTO I. 



$«a»rf«.. 



AUGUSTUS, haughty tyrant! Father! Foe! 
Specious despoiler of the People's right I 
Thou sovereign, proud, ambitious, who did'st sow 
At once the seed of Probity and Blight, 
Be thou remembered as a dubious light — 
An ignis^fcduus that too brightly shone. 
And laps'd again to darkness ; — Lo 1 the night 
"Wax'd deeper with thy setting — thou alone 
Could'st dazzle whilst thou wrong'd, nor tremble ^pou 
thy throne I 



OM, ROME AND HER PILGRIM. 33 

CAHTO 1, 



%fl^m. 



TBTST courts were those of Learning, where the Lyre 
To YirgU, Horace, Ovid, Livy, sang 
In grand, soulnstirring numbers whose deep fire 
Enrich'd all-after tune, for in them rang 
The tones of Immortality, which sprang 
To life through Exaltation or the pain 
Of parted Love — a wild and withering pang 
Which seals the SouFs clear fountain till the brain, 
Luird to a pensive sadness, courts its cank'ring chain* 



34 LORD BYRON VINDICATED; 

CANTO L 



^ttgnsttis. 



AUGUSTUS I 'pon thy scutcheon gleams the stain 
Of Rome's thrice precious blood, great Cicero's : Q) 
Alas I that thou, who ever in the main 
Sought Wisdom's councils, should'st provide thy 

foes 
So dread and just a weapon to depose 
Thee from Time's benefactors, or incur 
A lasting blight upon thy star which rose 
Amid Earth's brightest : why would'st thou prefer, 
"With Love at free command, thus thy dark Soul 
t' aver? 

(^) Although the life of Bome's great orator was sacrificed more immediately 
to the hatred of Mark Antony, yet his death may he more justly attributed to 
Augustus, the leading spirit of the second Triumvirate. 



y 



OR, ROMS AND HER PILGRIM. 35 

CANTO I. 



I(elfgi0n. 



EELIGION I purple crimes crouch at thy door, 
And mark thy march of Progress I — of theu* kind, 
For thee, Mankind grew haters, and the poor 
Were trampPd by the potent, till the Mind, 
The bright " Promethean spark," Q) groped with 

the blind 
In outer Darkness, and the starry beam 
Of Christ's profaned religion fail'd to find 
A native worshipper, till one might deem 
The Cross, and Calv'ry's Mount, some dark, distorted 
dream! 

, , I. . _■ _ _ _ _ _ _ r - _^_^„^^^^^_^^^__ 

C) Byron's " Manfred : " Act I; Scene I. 



36 LORD BYRON VINDICATED; 

GAinX) I. 

j^tjmns and ^na»tii:». 

THEN rose the Arian sect with bloody hand, 
And smote the subtler Gnostic, till the tide 
Whelm'd with a crimson deluge the lost land 
In universal Slaughter, and the pride 
Of ghostly fathers strove no more to hide 
Their dark ambitions ; (^) then the holy well 
Of St. Theonas flow'd with gore that dyed 
The pavement to the altar, where men fell, 
prayer upon their lips, and pass'd (*) without a 
knell I C) 

• • • ■ 1 ■ ■ ■! 

(») Set •* Oibhon's Rome : " Vol. Ill; p. 376. 

(*) Tennyson's **Morie cT Arthur" or " Peusing of Arthun'* 

O See " Qibbon's Rome : " Vol III; p. 379. 
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CAiirro I. 



Jt^hanasftis. 



r]T ofie commandB a high and holier place 
Amidst this wide sedition; let ns pause 
To honor Athanasius, Q) and embrace 
Awhile a gentler prospect in this cause 
Where mutual Hate voids Pity's milder laws, 
And human creatures, in unnatural strife, 
Pollute with blood Christ's Banner which ignores 
The purple propagation of the knife. 
Nor sanctifies the wretch who spills the meanest life ! 

Qy Set •* GMon'$ Rome : '^ Vol. Ill; p. 356. 



38 LORD BYRON VINDICATED i 

CANTO I- 

PLATO ! thou did'st shadow forth, of yore, 
9 The mystic Logos of the Nicene creed ! — 
The awftd Triad, at whose triple door 
"Wisdom falls, shattered, like the storm-bent 

reed I — O 
"What is this creature, Man, that he hath need 
To beat his puny pinions 'gainst the bars 
Of Earth's dim prison, till they droop and bleed? — 
Methinks the wild-bird's instinct 'tis that jars 
Against our slavish bonds, still pointing toward the 
stars I 

(0 See " Gibbon's Rome: " Vol III; p. 3U, 315, 320, 332. 
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CANTO I. 



Mvt wiA mtmtXt. 



I HOLD it be not we are thus abased 
Save through some purpose, yet this scathing 

flame, 
Be it for good or ill, seems interlaced 

In an nnjnst proportion with onr frame; 

At least in Souls that tempt fair Semele's fame, 

By Jove consumed to ashes when he stood. 

In radiant panoply, before the dame. 

Soft partner of his love, whose lip had woo'd 

The God's rash promise in his least ungentle mood.(^) 

Q") Semcle, doubting if her lover were indeed immortal Jove, required from 
him the fulfillment of any desire she might express. Jupiter, though somewhat 
loth, consented. She then pronounced the words, which '' The King of Gods and 
Men," bound by his fatal oath, could neither recall nor deny. '' In deep distress 
he left her and returned to the upper regions. There he clothed himself in his 



40 LORD BTRaN VINDICATED; 

CABTO L 

THUS hath it ever been with those who rend 
In twain the Web of Darkness, which is flung 
'Twixt God and our dim natures that so blend 
The earthly and angelic : thus we hung, 
Pois'd 'mid inunortal glories, till the tongue 

Of the Arch-Tempter charm'd us to the brink 
Of everlasting Kuin, where, among 

Earth's host of prurient passions, still we drink 

Tliis Hemlock of the Mind, and more degraded sink I 

splendors, not pntting on all his terrors, as when he orerthrew the giants, hnt 
what is known among the Gods as his lesser panoply. Arrayed in this he entered 
the chamher of Semele. Her mortal frame coald not endure the splendors of the 
immortal radiance. She was consumed to ashes.** 

[" The Age of FdbU; " Bulfind^. 
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CANTO L 



^lwl| 




nttmn 



ALASl that Man, " The noblest work of God/'O) 
Endow'd with Mmd, clear Keason's calm Sub- 

lune, — 
At whose disputeless and almighty nod 
The Bolt outstrips the rushing Car of Time, 
And bears his mandates on, from clime to clime, 
Tifeath frighted Neptune's privileged domain. 
Where sea-calves gambol 'mid the dank caves' 

slime, — 
That Man, the demi-Angel, form'd to reign 
O'er all created creatures — in whose godlike brain 



Q] Pop^B Eaay on Man : " EpigiU IV. 



42 LORD BTROir VINDICATED; 

CANTO I. 



^k || 




nttmn 



THE Universe seems imaged — from the breast 
Of whose far-darting -^gis beams the might 
Of Power supreme, like dread Medusa's crest 
That deck'd the shield of Pallas, Goddess 

bright,— O 
Alas ! this Emanation, splendour-dight 

With arch-angelic glories, should decline 

His mind to sensual Pleasure when his flight 

Hymns with the star-eyed Cherubs, where " The 

Nme " O 

Breathe o'er th' exalted Soul a spirit all divine 1 

(}) The snaky head of the Gorgon, Medusa, having been severed from its body 
by the hero, Perseus, was affixed by Minerva to her shield. 
O Muses, 
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CANTO I. 

jfiflmn ih^ ^^0»tate. 

MARK now the great Apostate I he whose name 
Held a meridian glory, and displayed 
The might of Kome's first Caesar, dear to Fame I 
Thrice did he dare what Caesar tvnce essayed I — 
Thrice dared and trimnph'd o'er a foe dismayed ! — 
Thrice o'er the Rhine the Roman Eagles bore, Q) 
Ere hail'd " Augustus "Q by each warrior's 

blade ! — 
ThHce " Came, and Saw, and Conquer'd," Q) as of 
yore [deplore I 

" The mightiest Julius," (*) whom true Wisdom must 

Q) See «* Gibbon^s Rome: " Vol III; p. 228. 
(«) See " 0%bbon*s Rome; ** Vol. IV; p. 11. 

(') " Veni, Vidi, Vici.*' The motto inscribed upon the victorious banner of 
Julius CsBsar, and embodied in his letter to Rome. 
C) Shakespeare's ** Hamlet : " Act I; Scene L 



4A LORD BYRON VINDICATED; 

CANTO I. 

Iputams 0fl Ifnliati. 

TO Julian th' Alemanni suppliant bow'd — 
Surmar and Hortaire, chiefs of royal line; 
Ton Strasbourg's plain their kings and nobles 

proud 
Met Fortune's ebbing floods and saw decline 
Chnodomar's star of Conquest and Rapine ; 
Then, 'gainst the Franks, tum'd Gaul's victorious 

arms — 
Those fierce barbarians who would ne'er define 
A law save " Die or Conquer ! " — War's alarms 
To their rude Souls seem'd music fraught with gentlest 

charms I Q 

— — ■ ■ — 

O ^<?« " QibborCa Rome : " Vol III; p. 224, 225, 229. 
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CANTO I. 

nnilE Eye of Night beheld the Khine's broad stream 
JL Fleck'd with the Koman galleys, whose swift stroke 
Sped armM warriors, 'neath her silv'ry beam, 
Upon the German camp ; nor yet awoke 
The drowsy sentinel till fiercely broke 
The Foeman's vengeful shout, which fix'd his 

doom: 
To arms! To arms! 'neath Darkness' sable cloak, 
Gaul's hardy veterans people many a tomb 
"With an imtimely shadow, in the midnight gloom I Q) 

C) Set " QihhorCa Rome : " Vol. Ill; p. 229, 230. 



46 LORD BYRON VINDICATED, 

CANTO L 

mctorie^ off j|nlmn. 

HARK I Bacchus' rites are hush'd ! — ^the thirsty brand 
Drinks purple nectar from each flowmg wound I — ' 
The wine-cup trembles in the palsied hand, 
And adds its ruby to the redd'ning ground, 
All slippery with Slaughter 1 — far around, 
The death-groan echoes to Love's deep farewell, 
Where mingling prayers and curses loud resound, 
Proclaiming to the "Winds this work of Hell — 

This glutless, tigerish thirst of fiends that in us dwell I (^) 

■ — ' 

C) 8u " Gibbon's Rome : " Vol. Ill; p, 229, 230. 
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CANTO I. 

THE strife is o'er I — pale Cynthia's parting beam 
Yiews many a lordly crest amid the slain, 
Whose glittering helms glance, 'neath her fading 

gleam, 
Like moon-kiss'd billows 'pon the dark-blue main; 
Whilst many a blade, yet grasp'd in proud disdain, 
Attests the vanquish'd hero's victory; 
And Death, whose mantle shrouds the gory plain. 
May boast no bloodless triumph I — here the free 
Barbarian bravely fell, nor shrank from Fate's decree I 



48 LORD BTRON ViyDIOATED; 

CANTO I. 

yIEW now the scene of Gaul's gay Capital I — 
A martial banquet spread — the ruddy wine 
FilPd to each beaker's briml Ere young Mom 

shall 
Dethrone pale Hesperus, the royal line 
Of Europe's Conqueror, great Constantine, 
Shall haste to setting 1 — Hark ! borne from afar. 
The swell of angry voices sounds decline 
To that world-honor'd name ! — The Julian star 
Salutes, with modest pride, the Gallic host's huzza I (*) 

(*) See «• 0%bbon*s Rome: *' Vol. IV; p. 10, 11. 
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CANTO I. 



jfent»alem. 



AND thine, Jerusalem's, thrice-holy Mounts ! — 
Sion and Acra's consecrated ground 1 — 
Ye heard restored e'en here, where the first founts 
Of Christ's Religion flow'd, that impious sound, 
The Pagan's profanation 1 — ye saw crown'd, 
By Venus' Temple, old Moriah's steep 1 — 
Ye felt the j^loughshare where no crops abound. 
Save seed sown of the Shepherd that His sheep 

May perish not unheeded where they will but reap I Q) 

>~— ^-— ^— — ~^— — »— ^ ^-— ^— ^— — ^— — -^ ■ ^— ^^^.^— . . »^— 

Q) Set " Qihbon'i Rome: *' Vol. IV; p. 99, 100. 



50 LORD BYRON VINDICATED; 

OAirro L 

j|telftifidfng ofj the ^etttnle^ 

THE Pagan's power declined I — his false fane fell (*) 
Before th' encroaching Christian — and again, 
At a then distant day, one sought to swell 
The joyful hope of Judal — "Who, 'mong men, 
"Was he ? — The proud Apostate 1 — from Fear's fen 
Pluckmg the pious Hebrew to rebuild 
The temple to his God, till, wondrous, when 
The silver pick was plied, Jehovah still'd 
By the bright bolts of Heaven! — thus His Wrath's 
wordfulfill'dl 

(») Sec " Gibbon's Rome:*' Vol. IV; p. 108, 104, 106, lOd. 



i 
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CANTO L 

^tmt and ^em^Ie of} fia^hn^. 

rr Daphne's laurelPd shrine the Sun God stood, 
Symmetric Beauty mouldmg each light limb, 
Whilst, graceful stooping, he fair Tellus woo'd. 
As streamed Jove's nectar o'er the chalice' brim. 
Staining his ivory pahn, where the bright rim 
Shower'd its purply vintage o'er the ground 
In rich libations, till the Temple dim 
Glow'd with celestial Splendour, whilst the sound 
Of rapturous music rose, and ravish'd those around I (^) 

(») See " Gibbon's Rome:** Vol IV; p. 118, 120. 



62 LORD BYRON VINDICATED^ 

CAwro L 

^m>t and ^gU 4 $a{,hne. 

SUCH was the scene of yore, yet, when there stood 
The Foe of Christ within that crumbling wall, 
Its prescient pride was perish'd I — when he woo'd 
Apollo at his shrine, through the stript hall 
A hollow whisper but obey'd Hope's call I — 
The throng of men and maids, in shrouds of snow, 
"Where, where are they? — Alas! full lightly fall 
The Sun's beams 'bove this spot, though none shall 
know 

All his bright Orb beheld of yon proud pageant's glow I (*) 

^'*"-'~' ■■■.-■■■ - w. 

(0 See " Gibbon*M Rome r' Vol IV, - p. 120, 121. 



'i 
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CANTO 1. 

PAUSE! for ye near the perished Palatine! 
Form'd yon gray, mould'ring turrets the abode 
Of Rome's dread Majesty? — the dim decline 
Of Age hath shorn their lustre, and the load 
Of wasted centuries Time's seed hath sowed 
In one wide desolation ! Babylon, 
The Royal Harlot, knew no harsher code 
"When stripped of her full greatness ! If, anon, 
The mighty dead could wake, where were thy glories 
gone? 



64 LORD BYRON VINDICATED*, 

OASTOI. 

paWes 0f[ the ^$^xb»xii^^ 

DUST of departed Greatness ! Here hath soar'd 
Each Palace of the Caesars, now no more ! — 
Wide-scatter'd wrecks of Ruin, which afford 
Fit fund for Contemplation I In the core 
Of hearts such scenes grow hallow'd through the 

law 
Of past Association, whilst the beam 
"Which bathed applausive millions, and of yore 
Announced the Gods of Genius, like a dream 
Thrills o'er each ravish'd sense with transitory gleam! 
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CANTO I. 



4Hm\t, pktm. 



llTHILST wond'ringly we view yon hoary hill, 
f T Exemplar of the Past I list to a strain [thrill 
Fi'om one whose mute, hush'd harp no more may 
With its once matchless music — a refrain 
Of Albyn's peerless novelist I I drain 
A cup to memory of him whose page 
Lnperishably stands, while men retain 
The reverence due Genius, to engage 

The Soul's sweet sympathies in scion as in sage I (^) 

Q) Mj readers will, I am sure, pardon the liberty I have taken in introducing 
this exquisite gem as a note, and, the more readily, that the author of '* Pickwick ** 
has so seldom courted the Muse. Long may his noble words suryiye, to lighten 
the burdens and lessen the trials of humanity ! — 

*' Oh, a dainty plant is the Ivy green, 
That creepeth o*er ruins old ! 
Of right choice food are his meals I ween^ 
In his cell so lone and cold. 



56 LORD BTROK VINDICATSD ; 

CANTO I. 



^nnm^bal "^ttlit^. 



FKE press'd the pageantry of Bome's proud 
throng I 
Through thriee an hundred Triumphs did'st thou 

glow, 
Ye ivy-mantl'd Arches which belong, 
Like things ye view'd, to centuries laid low 
By Time, the Monarch's Monarch, and the foe 

The wall must be cmmbled, the stone decayed, 

To pleasure his dainty whim : 
And the mouldering dust that years have made 
Is a merry meal for him. 

Creeping where no life is seen, 
A rare old plant is the Ivy green. 

'* Fast he stealeth on, though he wears no wings, 
And a staunch old heart has he. 
How closely he twineth, how tight he clings, 
To his friend the huge Oak Tree I 



OR, ROMS AND HER PILGRIM. 67 

CANTO I. 

To Man's o'er-ripen'd Greatness I — Thou, O Fame I 
Alone can'st grant his puny breath to blow 
Pipes to succeeding millions, or a name 
To kindle o'er his dust deep Mem'ry's deathless flame I 

And 8I7I7 he traileth along the ground, 

And his leaves he gently waves. 
As he joyously hugs and crawleth round 
The rich mould of dead men's graves. 
Creeping where grim Death has been, 
A rare old plant is the Ivy green. 

'* Whole Ages hare fled and their works decayed. 
And Nations have scattered been ; 
But the stout old Ivy shall never fade, 

From its hale and hearty green. 
The brave old plant in its lonely days. 

Shall £eitten upon the Past : 
For the stateliest building Man can raise 
Is the Ivy's food at last. 

Creeping on, where Time has been, 
A rare old plant is the Ivy green." 

IDickens' " Ivy Green." 



58 LORD BTRON VINDICATED; 

CANTO I. 



Jr^ritm j|iom»nitm. 



WAS this the stately Forum? — This the place 
Of Temples and of Triumphs? Yes I desppil'd 
Of Trophy, Arch, Urn, Column, still we trace 
Strewn fragments of bright Beauty which have 

foil'd 
The avarice of Age, though Blight hath soil'd 
Their days of dewy Splendour — whilst the thought 
Of mighty Cicero, each feud embroil'd 
'Twixt the mad multitudes, beam phantoms 
wrought [caught ! 

By Retrospection's' wand, i'the Soul's spectrum (^) 

^M II ■ I . - — 

{}) "The elongated figure, formed in a dark chamber, of the seven prismatic 
colors, into which a beam of the Sun's light is decomposed, by admitting it 
through an opening in the window-shutter, and letting it fall on a prism/' 

[ Olmsted. 
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CANTO 1. 

TBHE plash of lapsing waters, soft accord, 
Sweet Psalmody of Sound, floats on the air 
With intermingling echoes ! — th' halcyon sward 
Bestrewn by sparkling dew-drops! — Naught of 

Care 
Assails the wearied Mind f — here they that bear 
May cast aside their burthens I — this is Rome ! 
The gush of myriad fountains breathes a prayer 
Of native melody, whilst yon starred dome, 
The blue-arch'd vault of Heaven, spans Freedom's 
ancient home I 



60 LORD BYRON VINDICATED; 

CANTO I. 



llft^W at Ijlome. 



IT^OR such is Night beneath Italia's sky I 
- The Summer Moon hath fuU'd, yet casts weird 
shades 
O'er this dispeopled spot! — the owlet's cry 
Re-echoes imreprov'd I — Remembrance fades 
Of this, our petty Present, and the blades 
Of heroes, here unsheath'd, recall each scene 
Of Pomp and martial Splendour I — cavalcades 
Of phantoms, and the fray, lit by the Queen 
Of Darkness, pass me by with pale but lordly mien \ 



^nrb '§^xan i^ttibhatieb; 



OB, 



^0mje anir ]^jer HHgrim^ 



CANTO THE SECOND. 



•«o*- 



** O, ptrdon me* thou piece of bleeding eduth, 
That I am meek and gentle with tlieae butchenl 
Thou art the ruins of the noblest man, 
That ever UtM in the tide of times.'* 



rAkoJkMfwore'* " JuKum Ccttw : " Act til; Statu I. 



ll|ard 1|gr0n "^pindiated. 



CANTO THE SECOND. 



4«I»»iim. 



o 



TT7E stand within the Coliseum's shade I 
T T Oh, God ! how grandly desolate ! The stars 
Above smile down like Angels that essay'd 
To woo us to themselves I Here bloody Mars 
Assembled his stem votaries in War's 
Tumultuous conflict — Honour's, Pity's voice, 
Nor Freedom's, nor the Right, the thirst debars 
Of Murder's carnival, but all rejoice 
To see the bright blood flow, applauding Fortune's 
choice I 

(}) The reader is requested to imagine him, or herself, beneath the tender 



64 LORD BTRON VINDICATED $ 

CANTO XL 



^^\%VXVX^ 



AMD here fought famished beasts with fiercer men, 
And Life hung in the balance whilst the press 
Sate mute and breathless, as from out his den 
The demean lion sprang I Ko faint distress 
Unnerves his practis'd arm which might confess 
The Bestiarius^ Q) fear, as, face to face. 
The tawny monster stands I — One passits (^) less 
And they must meet I — but see 1 the transient trace 
Of Recollection fades — Defiance takes its place! 

glories of an Italian Summer's night, as strajring within the shadows of this, the 
most sublime and awe-inspiring relic of the mighty Past, whilst before the 
absorbed and dreamy yision pass — like King Richard's pale, midnight visitants — 
the shades of the long-silent actors of this once so busy scene. 

" — upon such a night 
I stood within the Coliseum's wall, 
[OonHnMed an nexipaffe.] 

(*) The Butiarii were men employed to combat with wild beasts in the arena. 
(«) Pace. 



on, ROME AND HER PILGRIM. G5 

CANTO H. 



^.li^enm. 



WHY doth he seek with his sole arm to brave 
The King of Beasts and Terrors ? Know ye not 
This man is but a bondsman — a vile slave — 
The instrument of Passion — that his lot 
Hath been but stripes and lashes ? — hast forgot 
He wooes a manlier death where Courage calls? 
Hat Look! the huge cat springs! — A gleam is 

shot — 
The glint of glittering steel 1 — One vast paw falls. 
Shattering the slight skull — the Soul's puissant walls ! 



Midst the chief relics of almighty Rome ; 
The trees which grew along the hroken arches 
Wared dark in the blue midnight, and the stars 
Shone through the rents of ruin ; from afar 
The watch-dog bay'd beyond the Tiber ; and 
More near from out the Caesars' palace came 
The owl's long cry, and, interruptedly, 
Of distant sentinels the fltAil song 



66 LORD BYRON VINDICATED; 

CANTO n. 



<|oU»etim. 



CAN these be men that joy in human pain? 
Ay I Men and Boinans I — Rulers of the Earth I 
But dies he unaveng'd? No I they were twain 
In Slavery as Death — a common hearth 
Had bred this lowly pair that from their birth 
Had shared the same harsh fate; and now he hastes. 
This brother helot, to avenge the worth 
Of his slain comrade where the flush'd fiend tastes 
His warm and fragrant blood which o'er the Circus 

wastes I 

I II. 

Begun and died upon the gentle wind. 
Some cypresses beyond the time-worn beach 
Appeared to skirt the horizon, yet they stood 
Within a bow-shot. — Where the Caesars dwelt, 
And dwell the tuneless birds of night, amidst 
A grove which springs through leveird battlcment8| 
And twines its roots with the imperial hearths, 
Ivy usurps the laurel's place of growth ; — 
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CANTO n. 



i(|)oIts^ifm. 



'r 11 W JURE iraeh to face him now I The red lips reek 
X With Life's yet thermal tide, and that fierce thirst 
"Which slumber'd in his veins now bids him seek, 
!N"ot shun, this fresh affray I Few, few had durst 
Provoke the savage ire, by Famine nurst, 
"Wherewith he turns to front his wary foel — 
Aloft the bright blade gleams ! — One mighty burst 
Of Rage and mad Despair — one final throe, 

And stretch'd along the dust the baffl'd brute lies low ! 

But the gladiators' bloody Circus stands, 

A noble wreck in ruinous perfection ! 

While Caesar's chambers and the Augustan halls, 

Grovel on earth in indistinct decay. — 

And thou didst shine, thou rolling moon, upon 

All this, and cast a wide and tender light, 

Which soften'd down the hoar austerity 

Of rugged desolation, and filPd up, 



68 LORD BYRON VINDIQATED; 

CANTO XL 



4>lu<ei.m. 



EKOUGH of Crime and Carnage 1 It were fit 
The scene were shrouded here, but o'er our view 
Expands a bloodier prospect as there flit, 
Beneath the mantling moon-beams, which imbue 
The place with their pale aspect and wan hue. 
The shades of those who fell for the mad sport 
Of the rude populace — that Cain-mark'd crew, 
The Gladiators' band — those fiends who fought 
To glut the wolfish thirst which Mercy set at naught I 



Ab 't were anew, the gaps of centuries ; 

Leaving that beautiful wliich still was sOy 

And making that which was not, till the place 

Became religion, and the heart ran o'er 

With silent worship of the great of old ! — 

The dead, but sceptered sovereigns, who still rule 

Our spirits from their urns. — " 

[B^roiCi *' Manfred:'* AU III; Scene IV. 
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CANTO n. 



%A\%mm. 



AGAIN the lists grow peopled as we mark 
The brawny Champions of the gory Ring — 
Those madmen of a moment who embark 
Their all in this frail venture which may bring 
But Death — perchance Dishonor : yet they fling 
Away their lives like baubles, to embrace 
A mute, inglorious fate, or win a thing 
As trivial as the Wind — the soiTy grace [efface I 
That dwells in fleeting breath, which Chance may soon 

(') Longfellow thus alludes to the fennel, and the fennel-breath with wliich a 
victorious gladiator was crowned : — 

*' It gave new strength, and fearless mood ; 
And gladiators, fierce and rude, 
Mingled it in their daily food ; 
And he who battled and subdued, 
A wreath of fennel wore." 

iLongfeOow's " Goblet of Life."* 

(*) " Tjrpe of the antique Borne ! Rich reliquary 
Of lofty contemplation left to Time 
By buried centuries of pomp and power ! 
[ CorUinned on next page. ] 



70 LORD B7R0N VmDWATBDi 

OABTO n. 



4oli»eiim. 



I SEE the gaping wound — the bloody dews 
That dye his feeble brow — the quivering limb^ 
Convuls'd — or the fine agony which wooes 
The gentle Drops of Pity, cherubim 
That veil bright Orbs of Beauty, which o'er-brim 
Fond Nature's genial founts I The glazing eye 
Turns with expiring glance, tender but dim, 
Toward his far home, and, as he sinks, a sigh 
Betrays imto the jeering horde his heart's blest tie I — 



Here, where a hero fell, a column falls I 

Here, where the mimic eagle glared in gold, 

A midnight vigil holds the swarthy bat I 

Here, where the dames of Rome their gilded hair 

Waved to the wind, now wave the reed and thistle ! 

Here, where on golden throne the monarch lolled, 

Glides, spectre-like, unto his marble home, 

Lit by the wan light of the horned moon. 

The swift and silent lizard of the stones ! 
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CANTO n. 



4«Ii»nm. 



AND now 'tis past. Now once again I hear 
A last appeal for Mercy, where, o'ercome, 
A vanquish'd hero craves the general ear 
To spare his forfeit life; — ^Yeal Tiear! — the dumb, 
Pain'd gesture quells the low but eager hum 
Of the hush'd throng, as all its vast array 
Proclaims the People's sentence ! — ^the fell thumb,(^) 
Uplifted, seals his doom! — Swift to obey. 
Descends the brutal blow which terminates the fray ! 

These stones — alas I these gray stones — are the/ all — 
All of the famed, and the colossal left 
By the corrosiTe Hours to Fate and me? 

' Not all ' — the Echoes answer me — ' not all I 

(*) A Ghidiator, ranqnished in the sports of the Amphitheatre, had the priyilege 
of a last appeal for life to the clemency of the audience. The decision of the peo- 
ple was signified hy the dipt or uplifted thumb; the former granting pardon— 
the latter sealing his doom* 
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CAIJTO n. 



4^^nm. 



SUCH still the scene where the wild wall-flower 
waves, 
Garlanding the " blue midnight '' Q) with its wreath 
Wove from the mould of Empires, o'er the graves 
Of all Man deem'd eternal — he whose breath 
Seem'd scarce less fleeting : Lo ! we pause beneath 
Thy gray, dismantl'd ruin, to accord 
Our minds with the dun distance m this dearth 
Of wondrous things that were, and say, " O, Lord I 
Behold our works and Thine I — which must Mankind 
applaud?" 

Prophetic sounds and loud, arise forever 
From us, and from all Ruin, unto the wise, 
As melody from Menmon to the Sun.'" 

[Po«'« " Coliseum.'* 

(») Byron's ''Man/red:" Aa III; Scene IV. 
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CANTO n. 



^olmenm^ 



HERE star-eyed Flora spreads her fairy sway, 
With score-score children scattered wide around, (^) 
Embowering by green garlands grim Decay, 
And thickly trailing o'er each grass-grown mound ; 
"Whilst from the time-worn parapet, embrown'd, 
Depends each weird festoon's fantastic wave, 
Coquetting with the moon-beam which hath found 
In these, her gentler playmates, forms that gave 
To Fame a Byron's page (^) which breathes beyond the 
Grave!— O 

(*) The Coliseum has been found to contain no less than fowr hundred and 
twenty different varieties of flora. 

('^) " The first and second cantos of * Childe Harold's Pilgrimage ' produced, on 
their appearance in 1812, an effect upon the public, at least equal to any work which 

[Oontinued on page 78.} 

(3) " You may break, you may shatter the vase, if you will, 
But the scent of the roses will hang round it still.*' 

lMoore*s ** Irish Melodies," 



74 LORD BTROK VINDICATED ^ 
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4 



ame* 



CHRIST I the cost of such I Our sunny Youth 
, Gonsum'd 'mid self-sought tortures I — the worn 

breast 
Wrung by forbidden searchings after Truth 
That ever courts, but all eludes, our quest I — 
Oh I to what end woo we this wild unrest — 
The scathed Spirit and the burning Brain? Q) 
Despair may seek to free the star-bom Guest, 
But, if fond Faith forbid us rend the chain, [pain I Q) 
We writhe through wretched years of more than mortal 

Q) ** Sit, Jessica : look, how the floor of heayen 
Is thick inlaid with patines of bright gold : 
There's not the smallest orb which thou behold'st, 
But in his motion like an angel sings, 
Still quiring to the yonng-ey'd chembins, — 

(') '* Truth for ever on the scaffold, Wrong for erer on the throne, — " etc 

[LoweO^t ** Present OruiiJ* 
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CANTO n. 

ante* 



4 



YAIK Hope I to deem this bitter breath we draw 
Abundant offering to thankless Time — 
Or think her minions reverence, the more. 
Sweet harps which swell with strains of idle rhyme 
Earth's empty plaint — that from the Soul's fair 

clime 
Deaf ears drink such sad sounds I— Serenely won 
The Spirit's shining shore, methinks the chime 
Of yon soft-choiring Spheres should suffer none 
Save Seraphs' songs to swell, supreme, beyond the 
Sun! O 



Such harmony is in immortal souls ; • 
But whilst this muddy vesture of decay 
Doth grossly close us in, we cannot hear it.* 

[Shakespeare* 8 ^^ Merchant of Venice : " Ad V; Scene L 

(>) [M. S. '* Save seraphs' songs to swell sweet psalms beyond the Son." — £•] 
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CANTO n. 



^Fstttt^ 



rl who peruse the Poet's pensive page 
Full little ken those pangs that pour'd it forth, 
Else should sad sympathies your Souls engage — 
True tears attest glad Gratitude's blest birth : Q) 
"With our hearts' blood we write I Ah I little worth 
His fyttes (^) that from fair founts of Joyaunce 

flow; — 
The Prophet plods in pain the paths of Earth, 
"Where Sorrow soothes the Eloquence of Woe, (') 
For Pleasaunce featly (*) flies it is pursued the moe I (*) 

(^) '* Not from a yain or shallow thonght 

His awful Jove joung Phidias brought." 

[^mer«o»'# '* Problem J** 
Q) strains. 

Q) " No words suffice the secret soul to show^ 
For Truth denies all eloquence to Woe." 

\^ByroiCs " Corsair : " Canio IIL 

<•») Nimbly. («) More. 



OB, ROME AND HER PILGRIM. 77 
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^nmt. 



11 /ITH our hearts' blood we write I Q) Could ye who 
f T trace, 

How heedlessly, stem strivings of the Soul 
"Which would repose her from Fame's weary 

race — 
Turn her tired steps toward Good's still grateful 

goal, — 
Could ye view this — could ye divine the whole — 
Yea I track the Spirit to her secret cell. 
Ye would ne (^) wonder that the ripe years roll. 
Draped with bleak Barrenness, o'er those that dwell 
From fellow-worms apart, nor hive with Earth's wide 

heU! 

^ — • ■ . - . 

(') *' Most wretched men 

Are cradled into poetry by wrong : 
They learn in sufTe^g what they teach in song." 

[SheOtifs " Julian and Maddalo." 

(«) Not. 
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CAirro n. 



Ifmit. 



POOR Fool! prat'st thou of Love? — hath Heaven 
mdeed 
Youchsaf d no worthier worship, that ye take 
Creatures of clay to crown your trivial creed? 
"Why at such rills would ye your thirstings slake, 
When rivers, rolling by, spread their bright lake 
Of rare-reflected Beauty round your feet? 
Yet Love, too, hath her minions who would wake 
Harmonious whispers with their hot hearts' beat — 
Lured by the Little God, they find such fetters sweet ! 

has apx>eared within this or the last centuiy, and placed at once upon Lord Byron's 
head the garland for which other men of genius have toiled long, and which they 
have gained late. He was placed pre-eminent among the literary men of his coun- 
try hy general acclamation. It was amidst such feelings of admiration that he 
entered the puhlic stage. Everything in his manner, person, and conversation, 
tended to maintain the charm which his genius had flung around liim ; and those 
admitted to his conversation, far from finding that the inspired poet sunk into or- 
dinary mortality, felt themselves attached to him, not only by many noble qualidesy 
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CANTO U. 



||0ijet 



FYSJy Love hath her frail legions I for the Tomb 
Teems with pale populace which, drooping, died, 
Slain by some sightless wound; but direr doom 
Is theirs, worn wand'rers, fickle Fate denied 
The Crypt's calm consolation I — these abide^ 
'Mid men, like living shadows, silently 
Plodding Wreck's scowling path with sullen 

pride. 
Hugging Bond's hateful chain whose clank will 
be 
Hoar holocaust of hopes which won whilst fancy-free 1 

but by the interest of a mysterious, undefined, and almost painful curiosity. A 
countenance exquisitely modelled to the expression of feeling and passion, and 
exhibiting the remarkable contrast of very dark hair and eyebrows, with light and 
ezpressiye eyes, presented to the physiognomist the most interesting subject for 
the exercise of his art. The predominating expression was that of deep and 
habitual thought| which gave way to the most rapid play of features when he 
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CANTO n. 



1^ 



TIME scars stem tablets I— scores the blooming brow I 
Darkly our days are number'dl Age may set 
Pain's seal 'pon sunny Youth I — ^yea I Sorrow plough 
Deep furrows of four-score dread annals yet Q) 
Down clothe the cherub cheek I — Alas I the debt 
Bequeathed by our prime parents, through their 

shame, 
Bests unrequited! — well doth Passion whet 

The lip of lewd Desire that knights its name — 
Coins Love for conynge (^) Lust, twin terms of Folly's 
flame! 



engaged in interesting discussion ; so that a brother poet compared them to the 
sculpture of a beautiful alabaster rase, only seen to perfection when lighted up 
from within. The flashes of mirth, gaiety, indignation, or satirical dislike, which 
frequently animated Lord Byron's countenance, might, during an evening's con* 

^ ^— ^ ■ ~ 

(*) Ere yet. O Cunning. 
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t0i>e. 



w 



HY, from the mystic Mind's immortal realm, 
Must we resume frail fetters, forg'd below? 
As Palinurus perish'd at his helm, Q) 
We, baffl'd, die by some defenceless blow, 
"When Pleasure waves her wand of Lethaean dew, 

yersation, be mistaken, by a stranger, for a habitoal expression, so easily and so 
happily was it formed for them all; but those who had an opportunity of studying 
his features for a length of time, and upon various occasions, both of rest and 
emotion, will agree that their proper language was that of melancholy. Some- 
times shades of this gloom interrupted even his gayest and most happy moments.** 

{Sir Walter Scott. 

(^) *' Venus now interceded with Neptune to allow her son at last to attain the 
wished-for goal and find an end to his perils on the deep. Neptune consented, 
stipulating only for one life as a ransom for the rest. The victim was Palinurus, 
the pilot. As he sat watching the stars, with his hand on the helm, Somnus sent 
by Neptune approached in the guise of Phoebus and said, * Palinurus, the breeze 
is fair, the water smooth, and the ship sails steadily on her course. Lie down 
awhile and take needfiil rest. I will stand at the helm in your place.' Palinurua 
replied, * Tell me not of smooth seas or favoring winds, — me who have seen bo 
much of their treachery. Shall I trust ^neas to the chances of the weather and 
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OAKTO n; 

Where Woman, with her wiles, perverts the 

heart: — 
In vain doth downy velvet veil from view 
The tiger's trenchant terrors, but the dart 
Of CupicTs cureless woundmgs deals a deadlier smart I 

the winds? And he continaed to grasp the hehn and to keep his eyes fixed on 

the stars. But Somnus waved over him a branch moistened with Lethaen dew, and 

his ejes closed in spite of all his efforts. Then Somnus pushed him overboard 

and he fell ; but keeping his hold upon the helm, it came away with him. Neptune 

was mindftd of his promise and kept the ship on her track without helm or pilot, 

till ^neas discovered his loss, and, sorrowing deeply for his fiuthfhl steersman 

took charge of the ship himself. 

There is a beautifiil allusion to the story of Palinurus in Scott's ' Marmion,' 

introdaction to Canto I.** 

[" Th€ Age of Fable ; " Btdfinch. 
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CANTO XL 



T^ 



vu 



FLIB Woman I thou wert framed a tender thing— 
Th' avow'd adornment of voluptuous Ease I 
When thy fond failmgs would presume to fling 
O'er stem Ambition's path such snares as seize 
Our minds' unguarded moments^ till we leese Q) 
Sight of God's stars above us, worshipping 
At clay-created altars, must our knees 
Seek purer shrines — Song's Pegasean Spring — Q 
Cursing, as I do now, dread Circe's chambering I 

(') Lose. 

(*) MUtofCt " ParadUe Loti : " Booh VIL 
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CANTO IL 



!|« 



GAZE on Qod's sky ! Go seek His mighty main I 
These to Aflfection are rich recompense I 
Mark yon bald momitain beetling 'bove the plain ! 
Sach scenes inspire the Spirit with stem sense 
Of Nature's naked grandeur — grown intense 
We prize each purer part 1 Is this not more 
Than darkening our wrought Souls with shadows 

dense — 
Tom thunder-clouds of Passion whose swoln store 
Hangs bursting 'bove our heads, or whelms with ruth- 
less roar?(^) 

(*) ** Uow beautiful tliis night ! the balmiest sigh 
Which vernal Zephyrs breathe in Evening's ear 
Were dis.cord \j^y the speaking quietude 
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^fgM l^honghts. 



BLEST beam those thoughts, chann'd Night I that 
thou can'st bring 
Unto chaste Sorrow's children who explore 
Thy shmmg secrets 'pon the pensive wmg 
Of musing Meditation : Q) from the shore 
Of Time's tomb'd Ocean swells a solemn roar, 
Droning of dead Eternities which grow 
Gigantic on our sense — god-like we soar 
Beyond Earth's blind existence : years ago 
My Youth woke such a strain — list to its whilom flow I 

That wraps this moyeless scene. Heaven's ebon ranlt, 

Studded with stars unutterably bright. 

Through which the moon's unclouded grandeur rolls. 

Seems like a canopy which Love has spread 

To curtain her sleeping world." 

[SheUey'M « Queen Mah:' 

(^) ** Live not the stars and mountains? Are the waves 

Without a spirit?" 

[Byron's ** Island : " Canto I I. 
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CANTO O. 

ALMIGHTY Fatherl 
Loy my Soul doth speaki — 
A deep Yoice soundeth 
Which wiU not be stiUI 
Eatherl what am I? 
Give some sign 
In this vast silence — 
Be I worm, or God? 
All my fuU Soul 
Doth open to Thee, 

Mighty Kingl 

Oh, but one whisper — 

One faint gleam 



CANTO IL 
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To lightmy way I 

Alone, I tread the path 

Unto Thy throne, 

Thy throne — my home I 

Friends have I none 

Save Thme eternal stars; 

In agony, to them 

I lift mine arms, 

And oft they answer, 

For, gazing on them. 

The deep Voice is still I 

To me Time hath no measure; 

For in the realms of Thought 

Brief days are cycles, 

And the Winter's snow 

Oft blasts the buds of Spring, 
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CANTO IL 

And Age and Yonth makes one! — 

Yet hailt bright realms of Thought I 

Thou art the Poet's clune I 

In thee there is no trace 

Of dull Decay I 

Bom of the Soul, 

Immortal Youth is thine I 

From thy fair circle 

No dear friends depart I 

The Poefs friends are flowers, 

And unto him they speak 

Of Heaven, and far glories 

Bright as themselves I 

Oft, when the heart grows still, 

And dark'ning shadows fall 

Athwart the dim path 



CANTO n. 
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That we tread in trust, 

We spy some gentle flower 

With blue eye tum'd toward Heaven^ 

And lo I a voiceless prayer 

Ascendeth 'mid the perfume 

Of its praise! 

Sweet flower I thou hast not 

Spent thy heart in vain, 

For thy pure prayer 

Hath touch'd a silver chord 

Within my breast 

Of harmony divine: 

Have peace, proud Yoice within I — 

This flower hath spoke 

More wisdom than the lips 

Of scepter'd Kings! 
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CANTO 11. 



'j[|j|r0m 



I 



KANGE from my fit theme. Thus I resmne 
The thread that leads through the long labyrinth 
My failing feet must tread, till, from the Tomb, 
I mount to Immortality, passing the plinth 
Of Death's dim portal, like pale Hyacinth, Q) 

(') The boy Hyacinthns, Apollo's fiftTorite, was one day engaged with him at 
a game of quoits. '* Apollo, heaving aloft the discus, with strength mingled with 
skill, sent it high and far. Hyacinthus watched it as it flew, and excited with the 
sport ran forward to seize it, eager to make his throw, when the quoit bounded 
from the earth and struck him in the forehead. He fainted and fell. The God, 
as pale as himself, raised him and tried all his art to stanch the wound and re- 
tain the flitting life, but all in vain ; the hiirt was past the power of medicine. As 
when one has broken the stem of a lily in the garden it hangs its head and turns 
its flowers to earth, so the head of the dying boy, as if too heavy for his neck, 
fell over on his shoulder. ' Thou diest. Hyacinth,' so spoke Phoebus, *• robbed of 
thy youth by me. Thine is the sufl'ering, mine the crime. Would that I could 
die for thee I But since that may not be, thou shalt live with me in memory and 
in song. My lyre shall celebrate theei my song shall tell thy fate, and thou shalt 
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CANTO n. 

Fair flower besprent with blood. Boldly I weave 
My summ'd "Wrath's song, which many a museful 

month 
Hath been my sole, sweet solace ; but I grieve 
Less for myself y than one whose wrongs I would 

retrieve I Q) 

become a flower inscribed with my resprets.' While Apollo spoke, behold the 
blood which had flowed on the ground and stained the herbage, ceased to be 
blood ; but a flower of hue more beautiful than the Tyrian sprang up, resembling 
the lily, if it were not that this is purple and silvery white. And this was not 
enough for Phoebus ; but to confer still greater honor, he marked the- petals with 
his sorrow and inscribed ' AJbi 1 ah ! ' upon them, as we see to this day. The 
flower bears the name of Hyacinthus, and with every returning spring revives 
the memory of Ms fate. It was said that Zephyrus, (the West-wind), who was 
also fond of Hyacinthus and jealous of his preference of Apollo, blew the quoit 
out of its course to make it strike Hyacinthus. "^ 

[" The Age of Fable ; " Bulfinch. 

— << pitying the sad death 
Of Hyacinthus, when the cruel breath 
Of Zephyr slew him ; Zephyr penitent, 
Who now ere Phoebus mounts the flrmament. 
Fondles the flower amid the sobbing rain." 

[Keats* 8 ^^Endymion:** Booh L 

Q") '* The sentiment of justice is so natural, so universally acquired by all man- 
kind, that it seems to me independent of all law, all party, all religion." 

[ Voltaire, 
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CANTO tL 



l|gr0m 



Tj A ! one hath stood amid this Wreck of Time, 
" A ruin amidst ruins/' Q) for he came, 
A lonely wand'rer, from his own bleak clime — 
A Land he might have loved, but that her shame 
Had shut him from her till the very name 
Did breathe but Desolation, and he strove 
To still his bosom's pleadings with a fame 
World-wide and grand, which in its tissue wove 
All that Ambition craved, denying naught save Love !(*) 

(1) Byron'9 ChAlde Harold:'' Canto IV; Stanza XXV. 

Q) There are some by nature proud, 

Who, patient in all else, demand but this — 

To lore and be beloved with gentleness : 

And, being scorned, what wonder if they die 

Some living death? This is not destiny, 

But man's own wilful ill." 

ISheUey's ''Julian and Maddalo." 

'*• His Poetry can only perish with the English Language." 

\^Macaulay. 
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CANTO IL 



4. 



COMPAlflONS of his SpiritI Prophets I Ye 
Lone walls that look'd on Home's meridian blaze I 
How did he love, 'mid thy dim shades, to be 
Besolv'd to Contemplation whilst Earth's days 
Shrank to Forgetftdness, as the soft rays 
Of Summer moonlight ehequer'd where they fell 
O'er Arch and ivied Column, till the Fays — 
Those tiny sprites that popidate the dell, 
Crept forth from leafy caves to chant their midnight 
spell! O 

(') I deem no apology is required for the introduction here of the following 
exquisite and touching tribute, paid by one of England's most polished Poets U> 
the memory of an illustrious brother : -^ 

*' To the gate they came ; 
And, ere the man had half his story done, 
Mine host received the Master — one long used 
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CANTO n. 



t 



1 



gron. 

rpHEBE breathes a peace through that blest pause 
from strife — 
The cahn, deep midnight, when the soft stars glow 
"With milder radiance, and some loftier life 
Thrills all our Being, pleading, sweet and low. 

To sojourn among strangers, every >vhcre 
(Gk) where he would, along the wildest track) 
Flinging a charm that shall not soon be lost, 
And learing footsteps to be traced by those 
Who love the haunts of Genius ; one who saw, 
Observed, nor shunned the busy scenes of life, 
But mingled not, and mid the din, the stir, 
lived as a separate Spirit. 

Much had passed { 

Since last we parted ; and those five short years — < 

Much had they told I His clustering locks were tamed 
Grey ; nor did aught recall the Youth that swmd 
From Sestos to Abydos. Yet his voice. 
Still it was sweet; still from his eye the thought 
Fhishcd lightning-like, nor lingered on the way, 
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For these immortal natm'es, whilst the throe 
Of an awak'd Intelligence withdraws 
Onr Souls from this seal'd Lazar-house of Woe 
"Wherein we faintly languish : — Man adores, — 
Ay I What? — Is it Earth's lusts, or the eternal Cause? 



Waiting for words. Par, fStur into the night 
We sat, conversing — no unwelcome hour, 
The hour we met ; and, when Aurora rose, 
Bising, we cUmbed the rugged Apennine. * * 

♦ ♦♦ * He is now at rest ; 
And praise and blame fall on his ear alike, 
Now dull in death. Yes, Byron, thou art gone. 
Gone like a star that through the firmament 
Shot and was lost, in its eccentric course 
Dazzling, perplexing. Yet thy heart, metliinks, 
Was generous, noble — noble in its scorn 
Of all things low or little ; nothing there 
Sordid or servile. If imagined wrongs 
Pursued thee, urging thee sometimes to do 
Things long regretted, oft, as many know. 
None more than I, thy gratitude would build 
On slight foundations : and, if in thy life 
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CANTO n. 



I|gttin. 



I 



LOYED him from my Childhood; of charm'd 

Youth 
He was the cherish'd idol that, with years, 
Assmned the manlier likeness of a truth 
Which woo'd and won my heart! What now 

appears 

Not happy, in thy death thou surely wert. 
Thy wish accomplished ; dying in the land 
Where thy young mind had caught ethereal fire. 
Dying in Greece, and in a cause so glorious I 
They in thy train — ah, little did they think. 
As round we went, that they so soon should sit 
Mourning beside thee, while a Nation mourned^ 
Changing her festal for her funeral song ; 
That they so soon should hear the minute-gun, 
As morning gleamed on what remained of thee, 
Boll o'er the sea, the mountains, numbering 
Thy years of joy and sorrow. 
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A destiny, seem'd then, to my quick fears, 
A mocking phantom which beguiled the sense 
"With dreams of young Ambition that my tears 
Implor'd to stay I — Thank God I 'twas no pre- 
tense I — 
Each day it fonder gi-ew — my lone lot's recompense ! 

Thou art gone ; 
And he teho would ctssaU thee in thy grave. 
Oh, let him pause / (^) For who among us all, 
Tried as thou wert — even from thine earliest years, — 
When wandering, yet unspoilt, a highland-boy — 
Tried as thou wert, and with thy soul of flame ; 
Pleasure, while yet the down was on thy cheek, 
Uplifting, pressing, and to lips like thine. 
Her charmM cup — ah, who among us all 
Could say he had not erred as much, and more? " 

lRogers*s " Italy : » Fart I; Section XIX 

(1) ** Soeh gnvei m hia are i^grim-shrines, 
Shrineg to no code or creed confined, — 
The Delphian Tales, the Faieitineii 
The Mecca* of the mind." 



98 LORD BTBON VINDICATED; 
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Iggrotf. 



AND now, in Manhood's prime, I joy to feel 
Deep yearnings stir within me to fulfill 
Those boyish aspirations : Q) there doth steal 
At times npon my Spirit the blest will 
Of such exalted Essences, until 
Forth from my brain a martial Pallas springs, Q 
Arm'd cap^-piej to aid my virgin skill; 
And, spreading to the blast her eager wings. 
Aloft my glad Soul soars where the blithe sky-lark 
sings! (*) 

Q) " The CMld is fether of the Man ; ** etc. 

[ Word»yfOfik*9 *' My Hewrt Leaps UpJ" 

O " MinerYa, (FaUas, Athene,) the goddess of wisdom, was the offspring of 
Jupiter, without a mother. She sprang forth from his head, completely armed." 

[" The Age of FcMe;** Buyiuck. 

(*) " But chief, the sky-lark warbles high 
His trembling thrilling extasy ; 
And, lessening frt)m tiie dazzled sight. 
Melts into air and liquid light.** 

lOray's " F&sihuinous Odee.^ 
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CANTO n. 



ll|grotu 



A FLOOD of melting memories doth swell 
Upon my tide of Being with the thought 
Of him I love so tenderiy and well; (^) 
Yet they who love, avenge I Q I have not sought 
This stem and bitter conflict — there is naught 
I find to prize in Strife ; but did I hear, 
Unmov'd, dai'k doubtings which the quick (') have 

wrought 
Around the now defenceless, I should fear 
To stand before my God, so base must I appear I 



f» 



(*) " — No pulse in my ambition 

Whose bea1ing» were not measnred from thj heart I 

IBvlwer's «< RieheUeu : " Act II; Scene II. 
C) " And I, alas I too late to save ! 
Yet all I then conld give, I gare, 
TTwas some relief, our foe a graye." 

lByron*s " Oiaour." 
(') Quick — living. — " Now pile your dust upon the quick and dead,** etc. 

IShakespeare's '' HaniUt:" Act V; Scene L 
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CANTO H. 

AM I my brother's keeper? ^ could I say? (^) 
Am I my brother's keeper? Yea, am II 
Dark Sleuths of Malice I ye must meet at bay 
Hun ye have hounded, for your wolfish cry 
Hath rous'd a tardy Justice ! — I deny 
Coarse accusations such warp'd Souls have bred, 
Casting a cunning net where the foul Lie(^) 
Assumes a Seraph's aspect I — Ye have plead, 
Unanswer'd, your fell cause — /vindicate the deadl(*) 

(') ''And the Lord said unto Cain, where is Abel thy brother? And he siud, 
I know not: Am I my brother's keeper f [^Oenesis: Chap. IV; r, 9. 

(') I wish it distinctly understood that these epithets are in nowise applied to 
the authoress of ^'Unde Tom's Cabin,*' 

Q\ " You have deeply ventured ; 

But all must do so who would greatly win : " etc. 

[ByrorCs " Marino FaUero : " Act I; Scene 11. 
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li 



/^ENTLE PatroclusI when tritunphant Troy 
Rejoic'd that thy bright prototype might wield 
No more the gory falchion, what alloy 
Of Prudence stay'd his speed as o'er the field 
Flashed great Achilles' car? Q) Shall I not shield 



(*) '* Thus far Patroclus had succeeded to his utmost wish in repelling the Tro- 
jans and relieving his countrymen, but now came a change of fortune. Hector^ 
borne in his chariot, confronted him. Patroclus threw a rast stone at Hector, which 
missed its aim, but smote Cebriones, the charioteer, and knocked him from the 
car. Hector leaped from the chariot to rescue his friend, and Patroclus also de- 
scended to complete his victory. Thus the two heroes met face to face. At this 
decisive moment the poet, as if reluctant to give Hector the victory, records that 
Phoebus took part against Patroclus. He struck the helmet from his head and 
the lance from his hand. At the same moment an obscure Trojan wounded him 
in the hack, and Hector, pressing forward, pierced him with his spear. He fell, 
mortally wounded. Then arose a tremendous conflict for the body of Patroclus ; 
but his armor was at once taken possession of by Hector, who, retiring a short dis- 
tance, divested himself of his own armor and put on that of Achilles, then returned 
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Thee, too, my wrong'd Patroclus? — Ay I Truth's 

sake Q) [hath steePd 

Gird me with God's great might? Thy cause 

Mme arm with mail of proof, the which shall make 

Me equal to my task, nor threats my purpose shake I 

to the fight * • * * Then Achilles went forth to battle inspired with a rage 
and thirst for rengeance that made him irresistible. * • • • Achilles secnred 
behind his shield waited the approach of Hector. When he came within reach 
of his spear, Achilles choosing with his eye a vulnerable part where the armor 
leaves the neck uncovered, aimed his spear at that part, and Hector fell, death- 
wounded, and feebly said, ' Spare my body 1 Let my parents ransom it, and let 
me receive fUneral rites from the sons and daughters of Troy.' To which Achil- 
les replied, ' Dog, name not ransom nor pity to me, on whom you have brought 
such dire distress. Ko I trust me, nought shall save thy carcass fh>m the dogs. 
Though twenty ransoms and thy weight in gold were offered, I would refuse it 
all.' So saying he stripped the body of its armor, and fastening cords to the 
feet tied them behind his chariot, leaving the body to trail along the ground. Then 
mounting the chariot he lashed the steeds and so dragged the body to and fro 
before the city." [" The Age of Fable; " Bvlfinck. 

(*) " Truth crushed to earth shall rise again ; 
The eternal years of Grod are hers ; 
But Error, wounded, writhes with pain, 
And dies among his worshippers." 

[Bryanfs " BaiOe-JUld.'* 
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I QUESTION not the cold, Q) though some have 
been 
The Grave should not have shielded — these shall 

sleep I — 
Their Souls now stand to answer each past sin 
Before a stem Tribunal, and must reap 
E'en as their days have sown I — (*) I could but 

weep 
O'er noble Minds which were perchance abused 
By Spite or jealous Bancour, but there creep, 
Like vipers i' the sun, a brood that used 
Amiss the Mind's bright gift I — These, these have 1 
accused I 

(») Dead. 

(') — " for whatsoeyer a man sowtihy that shall he also reap.** 

lOakaians: Chap, VI; v. 7. 
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llgnwi. 



ONE will I single from the stem array 
Of foes that throng around me — one whose hand 
Stabb'd with a coward's skill I Not through Life's 

day, 
But in his Mind's last midnight had she plann'd 
This scheme of strange Ambition which hath 
fann'd [bear 

The flames of fierce Contention! Q) Though she 
The sacred name of Woman I will brand 
Base Shame upon her railings that the 'share (*) 
Of Time shall not efiace,nor canker 'd Falsehood wear ! (*) 

(*) '* The best laid schemes o' mice an* men 

Gang aft a-gley," etc. [Bum^ ^* To a Mouse." 

Neither here, nor elsewhere, do I accuse this person of mcUice aforethought, 
(*) Ploughshare. 

(*) Regarding Byron's ability, whiU IMng, to cope with all adversaries, I 
append Shelley's powerAil words : — 

'' The herded wolves, bold only to pursue ; 
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THOU who art Crime's Avenger ! Q) it is thine 
To justify the Right I If e'er yet, unheard, [vine 
With thee the guiltless plead 1 Here, where the 
O'ermantles grim Decay, and the sage Bird 
Of Night alone proclaims her plaintive word 
O'er regal Desolation — where he stood, 
The heavy-hearted " Pilgrim " long-deferr'd 
From love that was his due — here shall the flood 
Of Retribution rise, invoking blood for blood 1 

The obscene rayens, clamorous o*er the dead ; 
The vultures, to the conqueror's banner true, 
Who feed where Desolation first has fed. 
And whose wings rain contagion ; how they fled, 
When like Apollo, from his golden bow, 
The Pythian of the age one arrow sped. 
And smiled I The spoilers tempt no second blow ; 
They fawn on the proud feet that spurn them as they go.*' 

[SlieUey^s ^^ AdonaisJ" 



Q) Nemesis. 
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STEENT Justice bared my blade I — Let me be just I 
I would not swell, one jot^ (^) her deed de- 
plored I— O 
I will not swerve, one iittUy from my trust I [Sword, 
Yengeance, which smiteth with Truth's two-edged 
Shall scathe her as the Lightnings of the Lord! — 
Have then the Dead no voice, and must they be 
The spoil of each foul whisper — the abhorr'd 
Defamers of our dust? Alasl that we [freel (') 
Should have forsook our trust — first birthright of the 

(*) <' For yerily I say unto jou, Till heayen and earth pass, one jot or one iMt 
shall in nowise pass from the law, till all be fulfilled." 

\8U MaMKew: Chap, V; v, 18. 

Q) " The accusing spirit, which flew up to heayen's chancery with the oath, 

(^) Men of England and America — ye who are my judges — answer! Shall 
the fame of our great Poet be transmitted to posterity sullied by this black re* 
proach? '' No I " I hear your uniyersal sentence, '* let it perish in obliyion, for, 
suryiving, it must eyer cast a shade upon that Nation's honor it insulted, and whose 
sense of justice and propriety it so grossly yiolated." 
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T ! was the Land of "Washington he loved — 
A Land he loved and honor'd as his own, — (^) 
(The foster-child of Freedom, who had proved 
To her, as Greece, that love by deeds alone) , — 
"Was she the first to cast the Pharisee's stone, Q) 

blushed as he gave it in ; and the recording angel, as he wrote it down, dropped a 
tear upon the word and blotted it out forever." [^Steme, 

(*) " Can tyrants but by tyrants conquer'd be. 

And Freedom find no champion and no child 
Such as Columbia saw arise when she 
Sprung forth a Pallas, arm'd and undefiled? 
Or must such minds be nourished in the wild. 
Deep in the impruned forest, 'midst the roar 
Of cataracts, where nursing Nature smiled 
On infknt Washington? Has Earth no more 
Such seeds within her breast, or Europe no such shore?" 

[Byron's " ChOde Harold : " Cawio IV; Stanza XOVL 
[CbfiMmMdl on next page.} 

(') '* So, when they continued asking him, he lifted up himself, and said unto 
them. He that is without sin among you, let him first ca^ a itone at her." 

ISt* John: Chap, VIII; r. 7, 
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And brand Dishonor on a deathless name ? 

Scorch'd be the scorpion tongue 1 — its harvest 
sown Q) 

From winds reap Whirlwinds of eternal shame, Q 
And, o'er that damning page, Scorn breathe her wither- 
ing flame! O 

« And such they are — and such they will be found : 
Not 80 Leonidas and Washington, 
Whose every battle-field is holy ground, 

Which breathes of nations saved, not worlds undone. 
How sweetly on the ear such echoes sound ! 

While the mere victor's may appal or stun 
The servile and the vain, such names will be 
A watchword till the future shall be free.*' 

[Byron's ^^ Don Juan:" Canto VIII; Stanza V, 

(*) [M.S. " Sear'd be the serpent tongue ! — its harvest sown," etc. — E.] 

(3) « For they have sown the wind, and they shall reap the whirlwind" 

[Hosea: Chap, VIII; «. 7. 

(^) ''Lord, who shall abide in thy tabernacle? who shall dwell in thy holy hill? 

He that walketh uprightly, and worketh righteousness, and speaketh the truth 
in his heart. 

He that backbiteth not with his tongue, nor doeth evil to his neighbour, nor 
taketh up a reproach against his neighbour." \_PsahM^ XIV ; v. 1, 2, 3. 

''Thou shalt not go up and down as a tale-bearer among thy people; neither 
shalt thou stand against the blood of thy neighbour : I am the Lord." 

[Leviticus: Chap* XIX; v. 16. 
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" Tl rERCY is for the mercifiil I " Q) Ah, not in vain, 

Jj-L Great Nemesis I ^' The Pilgrim's " prayer arose 

At thy sublimest shrinel -that cry of pain 
Hath found a fitting echo — one that shows 

Man may not all forsake what God hath chose 

To sanctify as holy ! — Hath Shame not 

Reverted on Tier head? — those cruel blows, 

"Wherewith she sought to stain by one foul blot 

A bleeding reputation, fallen to her lot? — Q) 

(*) " Lines on hearing that Lady Byron was ill." 

(') ** Even in the afternoon of her best days ; " etc. 

[Shakespecuret " King Richard III: ** Act III; Scene VJI. 

" And thou, who never yet of human wrong 
lieft the unbalanced scale, great Nemesis ! 
Here, where the ancient paid thee homage long — 
Thou, who didst call the Furies from the abyss. 
And round Orestes bade them howl and hiss 
For that unnatural retribution — just. 
Had it but been from hands less near — in this 
Thy former realm, I call thee from the dust ! 
Bost thou not hear my heart? — Awake ! thou shalt, and must. 
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her and hers,'' Q for lol a Priest of Heaven, 
Wept by the World as Wolf of his own Fold, 
Attests Tune's awful vengeance! — (*) Tea, the 
leaven 

*' It iff not that I may not hare incnir'd 
For my ancestral fiuiltf or mine the vonnd 
I hleed withal, and, had it been conferr'd 
With a jut weapon, it had flow'd nnbonnd ; 
Bat now my blood shall not sink in the ground ; 
To thee I do derote it — l%o« shalt take 
The yengeance, which shall yet be sought and found, 

Which if /had not taken for the sake 

But let that pass — I sleep, but thou shalt yet awake.** 
IBymn'B " Ohad% Ha/rold : ** Cfanlo IV; Stanzas CXXXII, CXXXIIL 

(*) — " and I leave my curse 

On h§r and hers forerer I — " 

[Bjfron*s « Marino FaUero : " Act V; Scene UL 

(*) ** Unnatural deeds do breed unnatural troubles ; infected minds to their 
deaf pillows will discharge their secrets." 

IShdkespeari^s <* Macbeth : *' Act V; Scene L 

I clip the following Arom the <' Eastern Argus,*' published in Portland, 
Maine, U. S. A. : — 
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Of ruthless deeds will rise Q) though Love seem 

cold 
And Justice' self insensate as the mould 
That shrouds her voiceless victim ; yet, at last, 
Truth's trumpet-tone shall speak, and men behold 
Each great "Wrong righted — each Pretender cast, 
Stripp'd of the Garb of Grace, (^) all naked to the 
blast I O 



(C 



The following by Whittier, quoted by ■ at the close of his argument, 
says about all anybody will care to say of : — 

<< So fallen ! so lost ! the light withdrawn 
Which once he wore I 
The glory of his gray hairs gone 
Eorevermore ! 

<* Revile him not ! the Tempter hath 
A snare for all, 
And pitying tears, not Scorn and Wrath 

Befit his fall. [ireaetpagt,'\ 

Q) *' Foul deeds will rise. 

Though all the Earth o'erwhelm them, to men's eyes." 

IShakespear^s " Samlet : " Act I; Scene IL 

(') '* Bobes, and fhrr*d gowns, hide all. Plate sin with gold, 

I . - ■* - 

(*) " What a fool is he who locks his door to keep out spirits, who has in hi 
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FAEEWELL I ye harpy horde I I could forgive, 
But some are past Forgiveness I This, my verse, 
Shall sink into men's hearts, and years but give 
My page a deeper meaning to rehearse 
This Drama of the Past! There sleeps no curse 

^' 0, dumb be Passion's stonny rage, 
^When he who might 
Have lighted np and led his Age, 
Falls back in Night. 

** Scorn ! wonld the Angels laugh, to mark 
A bright Soul driyen, 
Fiend-goaded, down the endless dark. 
From Hope and Heayen? 

** Let not the Land once proud of him 
Insult him now, 
Nor brand, with deeper shame, his dim. 

Dishonored brow I [Kext pagt-l 

And the strong lance of justice hurtless breaks ; 
Arm it in rags, a pycn^y's straw doth pierce it." 

[Shakespeare* 9 " King Lear:** Act IV; Scene VL 

own bosom a spirit he dares not meet alone ; whose yoice, smothered fax down, and 
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More awful than the Yoice of CJonscienee ! — this, 

This shall my line awake I — thou dusky nurse 

That brood'st o'er guilty bosoms, Q) I dismiss 

To thee such faithless Souls unfit to share Love's bliss ! 

'^ But let its humbled sons, instead, 
From sea to lake, 
A long lament, as for the dead, 
In sadness make. 

'' Of all we loved and honored, naught 
Save Power remains, 
A fallen Angel's pride of thought, 
Still strong in chains. 

'* All else is gone : from those great eyes 
The Soul has fled : 
When Faith is lost, when Honor dies, 
The man is dead I " 

[John G. Whittier. Q) 

(1) Alfhooch thcM line* ▼ere origliMlly written upon another, jnsttoe demanda that we ihould *' Render unto 
Cmar the thingi which are CaBiar'i.'* 



piled over with mountains of earthliness, is yet like the forewarning trumpet of 
doom !'* [Ha/rriei Beecher Siowe. 

— " there is no fhture pang 
Can deal that justice on the self-condemn'd 
He deals on his own soul.** 

[ByrorCs " Manfred : " Act III; Scene I. 

(*) ** Every man's conscience is a thousand swords," etc. 

^Shakespeare's ''King Richard III:" Act V; Scene III. 
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llTHTLOM the mighty Circus curv'd afar 
f T Its massy wall, now levelled with the dust I — 

Flew the fleet courser 1 — glanc'd the glittering 

carl — 
Swell'd the deep shout of Triumph or Disgust I — 
"While half a million graced the glorious just, Q) 
And all apace the mad excitement grew I — 
Tyrants applauded with a thirsty lust. 
Seeking the semblance of a pleasaunce (*) new I 
Such shone the splendrous scene with many a shifting 

hue! O 

(*) Also written yow#<. 

(') Pleasaunce — pleasure. — *' Faire-seemelj pUtucuiinM each to other makes,** 
etc. ISpenser's *' Faerie Queene : ** Book I; Canto II. 

(>) [M. S. *'Such shone the splendrous scene, charg'd with chameleozi 
huer — E.] 



0. 
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Low lie thy Towers of Strength I — Thy Walls of 
Pridel — 
Throned Palaces that lined thy long expanse 
Where swell'd the living surge, till the loud tide 
Of clamorous acclaim rous'd from his trance — 
The Banquet and the Bowl — he whose haught 

glance 
Bade the bold sports begin I — his kerchief 

waves I — Q) 

Atwhichsweetsightproud-snortingsteedsadvance, 

"While with the word — the sign each stallion. 

craves — [slaves I 

The thrilling start is made! — Rejoice! Lust's loving- 

Q) When the clamors of the people had reached a great height, it was the cnstom 
of Nero to cast his handkerchief from the window of the acljoining Palace where 
he sate at banquet; by which signal, permission was granted for the sports of the 
Circiu to begin. 



116 LORD BTRON VINDICATED; 

cusro iL 



4 



irms jM^imiis/ 




HERE urg'd his steeds the flying Charioteer I — 
He nears the goal, and thrice ten thousand throats 
Salute the Victor, as in mad career 
The gallant brutes strain every nerve, and floats 
Each free mane on the wind 1 — the Conqueror gloats 
O'er the rich prize he may, in fancy, clasp! — 
'Tis won I 'Tis won ! — the gain on which he doats 
Shall soon be his ! — how the wild coursers gasp — 
Aha I it matters not, — the palm is in his grasp! 

(1) << Le grande cirque occupait entre les monts Aventin et Palatin un espace 
allong6 de 2400 pieds de longueur sur 450 de large, cominen9ant 4 quelque dis- 
tance du Tibre, pr^s la place Bocca della Verity. JX pourait, au temps de Ves- 
pasien, qui Tagrandit, contenir 250,000 spectateors, et, sons Constantin, pr^s de 
400,000. On Y donnait des jeux dits circenses, consistant en luttes d'athl^tes, en 
courses a pied, k cheval, en chars, etc." 
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A!ND thou — cloud-cleaving and resplendent dome ! — 
High shrine of the Almighty I Q) I behold 
Again thy mimic Heaven ! — once more may roam 
'J^'eath its colossal span — the mightiest mould 
Of Man's inspired creation — where, unroU'd, 

Thy matchless magnitude beyond me soars, 
Piercing the sapphire vault as if to hold 
Converse with the Eternal I Let us pause, 
St. Peter's I at thy plinth, before the mystic Cause, 

(^) " The hand that rounded Peter's dome, 

And groined the aisles of Christian Home, 
Wrought in a sad sincerity ; 
Himself from God he could not freej 
He buildcd better than he knew ; — 
The conscious stone to beauty grew.** 

lEmerson*s " Problem.** 
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TO ask why thou wert rear'd — why men have made 
A God imto themselyes, crownmg their days 
"With sweet heart-offerings? Not till thou shalt 

fade, 
O, Sun of papal Splendour! and thy rays 
Pale as the dim forgotten, mock the blaze 
Of that which now thou art — nay! till thy site 
Be of great things imknown — imtil decays 
Each instinct of the Mind, and utter IN'ight 
Brood o'er the blighted Earth, may aught oppugn His 
might I 

(*) '' La longueur du temple est de 575 pieds ; celle de la nef transyersale, de 
417 ; la largeur de la grande nef du milieu est de 87 pieds, et on compte 142 
pieds du pavd jusqu'4 la vodte. Les deux anges enfantins qui eoutiennent les 
b^nitiers en marbe n'ont paa moins de 6 pieds. — Cette basilique est k croiz latine 
et k troll nefs ; celle du milieu est divis^e par huit gros piliers qui soutiennent 
quatre grands arcs de chaque c6t6 : ceux-ci r6pondent k autant de chapelles. 
A chacun des piliers sent adoss^s deux pilastres caonel^s d*ordre corinthien, qui 
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TTTHO shall unfold the Future? Centuries 
» T Have run then* varymg round smce He arose, 
The lowly Nazarene, who framed decrees 
For princely Potentates, and o'er the woes 
Of flesh spake stiU triumphant m the close 
Of His immortal mission, with a glance 
Of that exalted Prophecy which throws 
Its gleam o'er generations whose expanse. 
To Inspiration's eye, teems with significance. 

ont 8 pieds de largeur et 77 de hauteur, y compris la base et le chapiteau ; ils 
soutieiment un entablement de 18 pieda de haateur, qui T^gne tout autour de 
r^gUse. Entre les pilastres Bont deux rangs de niches ; celles du bas renferment 
des statues de marbre, de 15 pieds. Sur chacun des grands arcs sont deux figures 
en stuc, de 15 pieds de baut, repr^entant des Yertus. Les contre-pilastres qui 
correspondent sous les arcs sont om^ de deux m6daillons, soutenus 86par6ment 
par deux enfants de marbre blanc aux formes molles et rebondies ; ces medallions 
renferment les portraits de differents papes. Entre ces m6daillons on Toit deux 
autre en&nts portant les attributs pontiificaux \' le tout a 6t6 sculpt^ en bas-reliefs 
sous la direction du Bemin. La grande To^te de TegUse est d6cor6e de caissons 
k rosaces en stuc dore. Le pav^ iut form£ de beaux marbres, sous la direction de 
.^w^iiet i{e 2a Porte et du ^tmin. ♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦ 
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FfTO this man, or Crod — albeit which 
The world holds hot dispute — hast thou been 

raised, 
Oy Christ's enthroned Cathedral ! to enrich. 

As a Queen Jewel, the starr d crown that blazed 

O'er Popish Majesty! — Indeed amaz'd 

Had been the humble fisherman whose name 

Thon bear^st, stupendous I^e — could he hare 

gazed 

On those transcendent glories that became 

The Synonym of Power — the Harbinger of Fame! 



&pade CB Uat c tUa B*a pss ■»(]» de 370 pieds de 

I>s but cotoDBes corintfaieimes, qu, iiila de robdisfae, 
OBi 88 piedi d*elfTstiaa ci 8 pieds S poaccs de d i— et tc 
eovroiiiife de 13 itilai i eok wra lci (Jes8»-Ckiit ct les Apotrei), de 
irpMdideknt. Au extrwdin MBl d^B Jbtfrldyn, dcKmen p« 
▼■lidiffTct jlicf ei tOBs Pfe YI (T— B MPgce les fcemrei m ritilli mi ). Ob< 
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|HE Prince of Palaces beams on our sight ! — 
X The treasure-house of Learning and of Art ! — 
The Vatican, where rescued from the Night 
Of perish'd Ages pines a beauteous part 
Of the too-beauteous Past I — spread, like a chart, 
Before the dazzl'd vision we essay 
To trace to its far fount " The mighty Heart,'' (^) 
Whose fluttering pulse-beats, quickening to Decay, 
Enchain, but cheat the sense, by Beauty's blinding ray ! — 

par cinq portes dans un magnifique portique de 47 pieds de largeur et de 439 pieds 
de longueur, y compris les vestibules des extr6mit6s, et Ton voit les statues 6ques- 
tres de Constantin le Grand, par le Bern/in et de Charlemagne, par Cornacchini.*' 

[2?M Pays. 

*— ^ ■ ■ ■■ ■■■__■ - ■ B^ _ _ _ I ■ II |- 

Q) "Le Vatican, — capitole de la Borne modeme, est moins un palais qu*une 
reunion de palais, d*edifices irregniliers auxquels travaillerent les plus cel^bres 
architectes, Bra/mante (Raphail)j Pirro Ligorio^ Dominique Fontana, Charles 
Mademe, Bemin, — II est k trois 6tages, renferme une infinite de salles, de gal- 

(«) Byron's " Chtlde HaroU: " Canto IV; Stanza LXXXYIIL 
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ABE AUTY now no more, save through this gleam 
That permeates the Present in such shapes — 
Fair Children of the Chisel — the fond dream 
Of each God-gifted Genius who escapes, 
Perchance, Time's transient tablet which but 

drapes, 
"With Memory's green garland, the bright name 
His bays bequeathed high Art; but, from the apes 
Of stern Sublimity, her face, for shame, 
Rome's grief-worn Goddess veils! — quench'd is her 
ancient flame I 

eries, de chapelles, de corridors, nne bibliothdque, un mus^e immense, nn jardin ; 
on 7 compte 20 cours, 8 grands escaliers et 200 escaliers de service. Bonanni 
(Templi yaticani historia) pretend que le Vatican contient 13,000 chambres, en y 
comprenant les souterrains. Ce qui manque 4 ce vaste ensemble de b&timents, 
c*e8t une fa9ade ext^rieure. Du c6t6 par ou on Taborde, il est masqu^ par la 
colonnade de la place de Saint Fierre." [Du Pays. 
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THOU City of the Dead I — the dreary seat 
Of Death and Desolation I May these be 
The men that tamed the Proud, and thrall'd the 

Great? — 
Why ! Time out-caBsars Caesar I — Q his decree 
Hath levelled Prince with Peasant I — lo I we see 
All one ! — perchance the Conqueror's crumbling 

mound 
May crown some statelier cell, but now no knee 
Bends in forced adulation, nor is found, 
On Earth, one far-fled shadow of their vantage-ground I 

(>) *<Les Catacombes de Rome s'6tendent dans diverges directions autour des 

remparts de la yille et dans la campagne. On en connait line soixantaine, et OQ 

estime qu*il en existe trois fois plus k d6couyrir. Elles forment un dedale de 

chemins souterrains, de corridors 6troits et bas, pr6sentant de distance en distance 

ies esp^ces de chambres carries qui servaient d'oratoires aux Chretiens." 

\_Du Pays, 
(') — " it oui'herods Herod." 

lShakespeare*s " Hamlei i " Act III; Scene IL 
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"Spards 0|| wrttng. 



MY strain draws nigh its close, but it hath been 
A not unwelcome task : what though its stream 
Be swohi by burning tears?— if Genius glean 
Aught frombow'd Tortm-e's teachings — blend one 

beam 
With her CaBsarean crown — in sooth Hope's dream 
Of high Ambition hath not vied in vain ! Q) 
I may not live to mark men laud my theme, 
Nor cozening critics question, nor remain 
The sick spectator of a wanton World's disdain 

(') " All this hath somewhat worn me, and may wear, 
But must be borne. I stoop not to despair ; 
For I have battled with mine agony, 
And made me wings wherewith to overfly 
The narrow circus of my dungeon wall," etc. 

[Byron* 8 " Lament of Tusso.*' 
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CANTO n. 



fpords oH pHrttng. 



THOUGH such should be accorded as my meed I — 
I' faith I care not 1 for Tame hath become, 
To these young eyes, a harvest sown of seed 
"Whose bloom is Barrenness : not for full sum 
Of hollow Approbation, nor hot himi 
Of Mammon's myriads in blood-bought applause, 
Would I imbend my Being, but were dumb. — ^ 
I clasp'd Fray's falchion in another^ s cause — 
That blade, though bathed with blood, was bared by 
Love's bright laws I (^) 

Q) '* Love took up the harp of Life, and smote on all the chords 
with might ; 
Smote the chord of Self, iliat, trembling, passed in music 
out of sight." 

[^Tennyson's ^^ LocksUy Ilcdl" 

"Let fame go — 
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CAKTO n. 

STILL it may be I have not sung in vain, 
iNor sown Hope's seed to ashes: hence shall 

flood, 
Perchance, a band of warriors, but refi*ain 
From dark self-slaughter of the Dragon's brood, (^) 

I care not much what shall become of fame, 

So I save love and do mine own soul right ; " etc. 

[5ifftn&ur»e'« "Chaite^rd: ** Act IV; Scene L 

(*) " While Cadmus stood over his conquered foe, contemplating its vast size, 
a Toice was heard (from whence he knew not, but he heard it distinctly) com- 
manding him to take the dragon's teeth and sow them in the earth. He obeyed. 
He made a furrow in the ground, and planted the teeth, destined to produce a 
crop of men. Scarce had he done so when the clods began to move, and the 
points of spears appear above the surface. Next helmets with their nodding 
plumes came up, and next the shoulders and breasts and limbs of men with 
weapons, and in time a harvest of armed warriors. Cadmus alarmed prepared 
to encounter a new enemy, but one of them said to him, ' Meddle not with our 
civil war.' With that he who had spoken smote one of his earth-bom brothers 
with a sword, and he himself fell pierced with an arrow from another. The latter 
fell a victim to a fourth, and in like manner the whole crowd dealt with each 
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CANTO n. 

Turning their arms, unstain'd with brothers' blood, 
'Gainst the pale Yampires of the peaceful Grave I Q) 
The issue bides with Heaven I K, from this bud, 
A Flower of Beauty spring, (^) fair shall it wave 
Though he that loved it lie, calm, in his clay-cold cave ! (^) 

other till all fell slain with mutual wounds, except five suryivors. One of these 
cast away his weapons and said, * Brothers, let us live in peace ! ' These five 
joined with Cadmus in building his city, to which he gave the name of Thebes." 

[" The Age of Fable ; " Bulfinch. 

(') [M.S. " 'Gainst the gaunt Prowlers of th' unguarded Grave ! " — E.] 
(') " This bud of love, by Stmimer's ripening breath. 

May prove a beauteous flower when next we meet." 

[Shakespeare s ^^ Romeo and Juliet: " Act II; Scene IL 

(') " — and what if thou withdraw 

In silence from the living,, and no friend 
Take note of thy departure? All that breathe 
Will share thy destiny. The gay will laugh 
When thou art gone, the solemn brood of care 
Plod on, and each one, as before, will chase 
His favorite phantom ; yet all these shall leave 
Their mirth and their employments, and shall come 
And make their bed with thee." 

[Bryatvee " Thanatopsis," 
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CANTO IL 

"MorJ^ 0f| parting. 

FAKE WELL! — Fierce floods, that bore 'poii their 
broad breast 
Me and my bark as bubbles, ebb away ! 
Now fleet-wing'd Fancy flies her humble nest. 
Leaving me, lonely, 'mid this Curse of Clay ; Q) 
Feeling all past Peace wreck'd, the Future's ray 
Bound by black thralls that threat pale Peril's 

path — 
Weird-beck'ning Aspects which would blast my 

way — 
Semblance of shapes that were : Ambition's 
wraith, [faith I 

And the sweet shade of Love, scoff at mine ancient 

(*) ** *Por here, forlorn and lost, I tread 
With fainting steps and slow — * 



CANTO II. 
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So be it ! If Earth bear no farther fruit, 
I rank Kemembranee, bitter though it be, 
Hope's holiest heritage, like some sweet lute 
Breathing long-buried sorrows o'er Life's sea 
From the lull'd Past, until, 'yond Q) that far lee. 

Swelling against those winds wherewith I strive. 
Comes, calm and clear, an echo full and free — 

Light siren-songs which woo'd, with Love's gay 

gyve. 

My fond, o'er-ardent Youth ! — feeHngs years may not 

rive ! (*) 

Where wilds, immeasnrablj spread. 
Seem lengthening as I go.' " 

IGoldsmiih's ^'Mermii." 

(') Beyond. 

(') '* When to the sessions of sweet silent thought 
I sommon up remembrance of tilings past,** etc. 

lShakespeart*s " Sonhet XXX.* 
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CAirro n. 



^ord» 0f[ ^arifttg. 



A FOND Farewell I — Aye ! thou dear theme, Adieu I 
Meeting mere strangers, as sad playmates press 
The hallowed hand at parting, to renew 
Their wide-dividing ways through Wilderness, 
Sun, Storm, or Shadow — wilds which blast or * 

bless — 
Press we the Palm of Friendship ! (^) Thoughts 

wax things 
Of individual Essence, nor live less 
Than those bright Beings that inspire the springs 
Of Poesy's sweet strain with Pegasean wings I 

(0 " while o'er the brim of life's beaker I dip, 

Though the cup may next moment be shattered, the 

wine 
Spilt, one deep health I'll pledge, and that health 
shall be thine," etc. 

\_Owtn Merediths "ZwciZe;" Paril; Canto V. 
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CANTO II. 



4pteireIL 



My forge-lights flicker 'bove a fading brand -^ 
Hoar, stark and soulless, for all flame hath fled I — 
Its last spark is extinguished ! — lo I the hand 
That fashioned it, now nerveless as the dead. 
Drops its weak grasp 1 — with a dull load, like 

lead. 
Existence dcTies upon me I — I awake, 
The old, unaltered Being, that for bread 
Eeceiv'd from men a stone — for fish a snake ! Q) 
Truth's deathless triumph dawns! — Time shall stern 
vengeance take I (^) 

(0 "Or what man is there of 70a, whom if his son ask hread, will he give him 
a stone t Or if he ask a fish, will he give him a serpent?** 

\^8t. Matthew: Ohap. VII; v. 9,10. 

(*} The concluding line refers not to myself, but to him I defend. 



l|j|«.« it> Hi. "^Unt. 



||gtnn in tht <|ft»n. 



MAJESTIC Monarch of the mountam-cloud I 
Proud Prophet I Ye whose scarr'd, sky-towering 

top 
Is lifted ^bove thy kindred — lost in air 1 
From whose veiPd bosom to the void below, 
Deat'ning descendeth, ever and anon, 
The frozen Torrent of the Avalanche 
With torn and thunderous echoes from afar ! 
Along whose haught and bleak, bolt-riven brow 
The awfiil Hand of Time hath Ages lain 1 
Scath'd Prince of Pride I brave-scarr'd and beaten 
By the Tempest's wrath I 

From whose icy heart 
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The mountain brooklet leaps with wild, mad joy, 
From crag to crag, into the gulf beneath ! 
Lo, do I love Ye I On my knees I bow, 
And lift my Soul, in ecstasy, to Thee, 

Lone HierarchI 

>. 

List I from the peaceftd plain 
Soft-tinkling herd-bells of the shepherd's fold 
Rise on the gentle wind in fairy chime, 
"Whilst mournful memories of departed days 
Drift, dreamlike, 'pon the placid evening air. 
Far, far aloft, along Thy fields of snow, 
The fuU-orb'd Moon hath pour'd her pallid flood ; 
There, soaring silent through Thy silv'ry shroud, 
Thou seek'st' communion with the starry Night I 
Yea ! do I love Ye 'neath blest Dian's beam — 
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When warm Aurora, budding o'er Thy brow, 
Doth dye with purple kisses Thy pale front ! — 
Then art Thou fair as on that first, far day 
When Thou wert moulded by the Master's hand I 

O, Answer I what is Man? 

Stupendous Pile I 
If I, as Thee, might wanton with the Clouds, 
Or garb me in the Glories of the Night, 
Or bind the Rainbow's Chaplet round my brow, 
Methinks I still were happy, since with me 
Mere love or hate of Man must link with naught ! — 
Tlien were my mates the Lightning and the Storm — 
My wrath, rous'd Jove's red-wing'd Artillery — 
E'en at my feet each star-crown'd crag should fall, 
Shaking the firm-set Earth to her fix'd base ! — 
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I'd crave compactures with the wandering Winds, 
Or force from them their tale of bastard birth — 
Their errand — whence they came — e'en "Who 
commands I 

O, Christ I lone Crags, I love Te I — Yea I my Soul, 
Cleft, wrung, rebellious, doth defy control — 
Sets her haught heel upon the writhing worm 
That cribs her in this Chamel-honse of Clay I — 
AvauntI the thought is Madness I — I am Thine I 




GEAND Anthem of Jehovah! Give Thee Hail I 
O, Mighty One I Give Answer I On Thy wail, 
That sounds forever from Thy farthest shore, 
The deep Te Deum of ten thousand Psalms I 
O, moanfiil music of the Lurley's lay. 
The soft complainings of the Summer breeze 
That sweetly slumbers 'pon Thy heaving breast, 
"Which, like a mother's, trembling at its touch, 
Doth make Thy very fondness kin to pain I 

Anon I behold I Thy peacefiil sleep is broke. 
And, like a chieftain on the battle-mom. 
Thou risest, naked, to confront the Storm, 
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Or mov'st, majestic, 'neath His tyrant touch I 
Then art Thou mighty 1 Then are we that gaze 
Upon Thee thrilPd — stirr'd to the Soul's deep spring 
With awful whispers of that viewless God 
Whose voice Thou and the lawless Winds obey I 

O, boundless Waste of Waters I Soulless Solitude I 
Wild waves etemal-rismg crest on crest — 
Forever-dying bom to Life anew ! 

O, Mighty One I Give Answer ! I would search 

The secret shadow of Thy haunting pain ! 

Tell Thou of them deep-hid, forevermore. 

Within Thy hollow heart's sarcophagi ! 

Tell to the loving wife, the tender maid. 

Of him whose bones lie bleaching on Thy sands, 
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Unmeasured fathoms 'neath Thy breakers' din I 

Poor wretch 1 devoted to Heaven's warring Gods I — 

Overtaken by the giant "Whirlwind's wrath ! 

Tell of that rosy mom his sheeny sail 

Bore yon lone wand'rer from the smUing shore, 

"When Thou did'st hearken to a fond wife's prayer 

For prosp'rous voyage sped by gentle "Winds I 

Tell of the murk, black Night I The howling Storm I 

Thine angry billows capt with yeasty foam I 

The Lightning's glare I The Gale's wild lullaby I 

The Heart's despair I The fierce, brief struggle I 

And the freed Soul's flight to realms afar I 

Ah ! long, long ere those aching eyes shall greet 

The husband, or the lover, far away; 

For Thou, Most Mighty ! mark'd him for Thine own, 

Ere yet his boyhood 'gan Thy dread career I 
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O, Mighty One I Give Answer I I would search 

The secret shadow of Thy haunting pain ! 

Why dost Thou raise, eternally, to God 

Thy weary voice in hoarse lament that Thou wert 

made? 
Alas 1 I know not — yet I know my heart 
Doth yearn toward Thee, in Thy great agony ; 
For through its core the same strong pulse doth 

beat. 
With an all-ebbless tide, like unto Thine 1 
And I have sought Thee in Thy tender moods, 
But Thou vouchsard no answer I Worshipping, 
Along Thy pebbPd shore I've paced the Night, 
Communing with Thy Spirit till the Dawn, 
Then, weary, sought my couch to dream of Thee, 
And come again to question and adore t 
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Oft, gazing on Thee 'neath the Crescent beam 
Whose golden splendour Mss'd the silver sands 
Beneath my feet, my Sold hath risen 
From her Mask of Clay, and up the broadening vista 
Ta'en her flight, and there hath seen and questioned 
That which other men perchance may dream^ 
But none may Jcnow I Then, to my list'ning Soul, 
Thy moan seem'd sweetest music, and the melody 
Of Thy deep monotone — an awful requiem, — 
Swelled solemnly 'bove Thy still-sleeping host I 

O, Mighty One I Give Answer! I would search 
The secret shadow of Thy haunting pain I 
Upon Thy shore I've marked Thee cast, contempt- 
uously. 
Thy warlike spoils, like as a wayward child 
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That wearied of its romp and boist'rons play, 

Doth, sated, quit its toys to sigh for new I 

"Weird toys are Thine, that freeze, at its warm spring. 

The genial flow in hearts of them that gaze I — 

Old, riven planks, piere'd by the sleepless worm — 

Truss'd through by rusted spike, or grim, red bolt. 

And gamish'd deep with fringe of waving moss 

To which cling living shells that feast on Death 1 — 

A half-eflGac'd inscription like a name — 

The sole survivor of some stately ship 

Whose sunken prow sleeps in Thy crystal tomb 1 

O, silent Tragedy! O, Actors hush'd in Death I 

This, thy lone witness, comes from thee afar. 

An hundred leagues, to tell thou art no morel 

Ahl who shall pierce Thy sunless vault below? — 
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Who gaze upon that phantom barque which lies, 
Slow-rotting, 'neath Thy dead and pulseless tide? 
The bony Steersman — spitted on his wheel — 
A ghastly spectre, peering through the gloom 
"With hollow orbs, as if it would divine 
The dreadful Aspect of Eternity? 



Upon Thy boundless plain of shining sands 
Bloom rare sea-plants, and Children of the Deep — 
The crimson coral, which, with graceful spray, 
Doth mock her frailer sisters bom of Earth ! 
But, fairer far, those sweet and gentle flowers 
That in Thy hauntless wilds unheeded blow 
With wanton fragrance, save the Merman King 
Doth seek, with them, his true-love's troth to plight I 
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Heap'd in Thy caves lies hid the glittering store 
Bold men have wrested from the Womb of Earth ; 
But Thou did'st gripe it in Thine amorous clutch' 
"Who shall disputeless hoard, forevermorel 

Thou art eternal, and shalt proudly roll 
"When millions be departed, yet unborn ; — 
Man's day a flower that at Life's Ev'ning fades, 
To moulder 'neath the mute and senseless stone t 
But, ah I the 8piritj striving in my breast. 
Doth tliere Thy vaunted sov'reignty deny — 
My Soul shall seek afar her " captain, Christ," (^) 
"When Thou reced'st to Thy remotest shore I 

TTet do I love Thee, and my deep delight 

(0 Shaiktspea/rf^s ^^King Richard II: " Act IV; Scene L 
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Is hearkening to Thine angry surges' call,— 
Thy rush of fury 'gainst the jagg'd, black rocks,- 
The muttered thunder of Thy baflOi'd roar I 



Farewell I thou Marvel of an unseen God I 
Farewell I O, Herald of perpetual Song ! 
Farewell I thou Burthen of ten thousand Psalms I 
Grand Anthem of Jehovah I Give Farewell I 



/•So 



